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THE FERRYMAN 

CHAPTER I 

MAN THE PROTAGONIST 

THE saloon floor bellied and lurched 
towards us, on deck overhead crashed 
the thunder of breaking seas, across the table 
the man who had just spoken, looked at me 
with a question in his eyes that wavered before 
the horror in mine, realising that the blow 
which had suddenly fallen on me was from 
within, and entirely independent of his tre- 
mendous communication. 

**Shippon," I said, "how long have you 
known it — that I was growing deaf? " 

"Well, Captain Ravanel — we all raise our 
voices to you a little — not much — the only man 
who doesn't, is your steward, and you were 
angry with him to-day because he spoke low." 

"Did they at Fitzwarreni^ — does my 
brother ? " 

My own voice sank at the question, as did 
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my heart, for I knew that what hit me, would 
hit Hubert harder still. 

*'Lord Fitzwarren has one of those very 
clear voices which carry far," said Tom 
Shippon ; " it's a voice and intonation peculiar 
to you English aristocrats, we haven't any- 
thing like it in the States. No — I never 
heard him raise it even a tone, nor your sister- 
in-law either." 

I liked the old fellow — who in spite of his 
millions contrived to be interesting, and from 
the first we had got into touch as Hubert and 
he had never done, and upon this stormy, mid- 
winter voyage, when most of the passengers 
were seasick, we had been thrown together a 
good deal. 

" Tm a pretty close observer. Captain 
Ravanel," he said; "I've got my own reasons 
for studying faces and characters, and I 
reckon you're just one of the bravest men 
I ever met." 

"Why.?" 

" It's loss of your profession — your career, — 
and you are a fine soldier, — everything — this 
blamed deafness suddenly declaring itself — and 
while we are sitting talking here, you are quietly 
adjusting yourself to the new conditions of 
your life." 

" I shall send in my papers immediately," 
I said. 

" And your plans ? " 



MAN THE PROTAGONIST 3 

" There are still horses. And deafness won't 
affect my riding." 

**You like horses better than women," he 
said, "because you get more excitement out 
of them, but they won't fill your life — ^for you 
have brains, and I give you the opportunity 
to use them — it's practically a great Trust I 
offered you just now — and you are the first man 
to whom I have ever mentioned it — a Trust for 
the hopelessly sick, who can't help themselves." 

" You forget," I said, " that the back grows 
to the burden — that one may get used to any- 
thing — these invalids cling to life even if they 
suffer always." 

" I'm not thinking of them,'' said Tom 
Shippon impatiently, **let 'em live — clinging 
to their water-beds, and hot-water bottles, and 
cushions till they're blue, it's with the progres- 
sive agony that must end in death we are 
concerned. There are no thoughtful surgeons 
or doctors alive who do not secretly philander 
with death — they order drugs — even up to the 
last limit of danger to life — but boggle and 
hesitate before the divine panacea, the true 
Nepenthe — death ! Of course they have their 
livings to get, but if the whole profession went 
solid, the thing could be done. As it is, the 
bravest among them fear to jeopardise their 
careers by suggesting an innovation which 
would certainly bring them into conflict with 
the medical authorities, and which would prob- 
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ably result in a great public outcry that they 
wished to become murderers. The old taint of 
Puritanism — the Nonconformist conscience — 
has to be reckoned with. A doctor's function, 
he contends, is always to preserve life — never 
to shorten it." 

"It's the certificate business. A doctor 
can't falsify it — to sign it falsely is to ruin 
himself — ^how can you expect him to do it.^ If 
he stood alone, perhaps — but no man stands 
alone." 

"It's all wrong," he said impatiently. 
" Everywhere is the same old bleat of its being 
'God's will.' It's not God's will — God and 
Nature are one — ^and Nature ruthlessly elimin- 
ates her failures, does not feed to enable them 
to live in torment — I say that those who die, 
cursing God, should curse man — too timid, too 
selfish to help them out of their agonies. 
Hospitals are built for babes blighted from 
their birth — take the money, and give it to 
those who starve, the people who keep the 
unfit alive, commit a crime — the whole system 
of hospital management, or mismanagement, is 
wrong — the vain and sickly sentimentality that 
will let a soul writhe in disease, yet has not 
the mere humanity to kill it, is on a par with 
those neurotics who want to keep alive what 
Nature and itself wish to die." 

" And who is to alter it ? " I said. 

**The man must be a rich and a powerful 
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one, who fears nothing, and dares to stand up 
to preach a gospel of humanity towards the 
sick, of humanity towards the healthy, — as it is, 
he knows we are cruel to both alike. I have 
often compared the position of a doctor to a 
brougham, with a patient inside, and a dummy 
coachman on the box whose name is Public 
Opinion, and who holds the reins and whip ; 
and the horses are the surgeons — the motive- 
power, in short, that makes the wheels go round, 
and without which it is so much dead wood 
and padding — and they draw the carriage, but 
are made to draw humanity not to Peace and 
Heaven — but to torture and hell. They have 
only to pull down the dummy, place on the box 
intelligent flesh and blood like themselves, and 
they would be masters of the situation. But as 
it is — and great as the surgeon's power is — it will 
never be really humane till he is allowed to com- 
plete his office by killing where he cannot heal." 

** It will be a long while first," I said. 

"That's my gospel," he said ; "Tom Shippon's 
gospel — to add something to the happiness of 
the world, to subtract somewhat from the sum 
of human misery. To help those to live who 
2xt,fit to live ; to put out of the way those who 
want to die — being diseased, and unfit to exist." 

" A large order," I said, and lit a cigarette. 
" How do you propose to carry it out "i It seems 
to me that you want to create a * corner' in 
murder as you would in wheat, or in pork." 
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^^ Merciful murder," he said; "that every 
State should be empowered to commit — that 
every humane doctor secretly desires — the right 
in certain stages of hopeless suffering to hasten 
the patient's death. We kill a diseased animal 
— but we let human beings die inch by inch 
before us, and stay our hand. We risk our 
lives to save a drowning person — we will not 
hold up our fingers to help those who piteously 
beg of us just sleep — rest ; no harm, surely, yet, 
smugly and complacently, we deny it them. If 
we had gone through the hell they are enduring, 
we would risk our souls to buy peace for those 
miserables, — but, born policemen all, we wrap 
ourselves in cold, callous duty, and subscribe 
to horrors compared with which the vivisection 
of animals is positively merciful ; — human beings 
suffer longer and more vividly than animals, 
yet no one shrieks or platforms about them'' 

** Who was it?" I said, for I knew that some 
personal experience was at the back of this, 
how it is always some human desire that marks 
every epoch of the world's history — the want 
of our own little bit of personal pleasure, which 
sets vast forces in motion, not always in the 
right direction. 

"It was my wife — Yetta," he said simply ; 
and then I understood what the look in his 
eyes meant. 

** Have you ever seen what you passionately 
loved, literally eaten alive by cancer, eaten 
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through bone, and flesh, and muscle, till the 
soul itself, retreating to its last stronghold, is 
eaten also? So Yetta died — Yetta, who had 
never done any wrong — who only wanted death 
— just to go to that warm bosom of Sleep, 
and wait for me. When she wept, and prayed 
the doctors to put her out of her misery, and I 
stood by helpless, with neither the wit nor the 
power to do what they refused, I seemed to see 
myriads of agonised men and women crying out 
hopelessly as Yetta cried, and none to help, any 
more than I helped her— afraid, or loving them 
too deeply to be unselfish — or tied by moral 
scruples, and after, I swore that I would release 
everyone that I could — that for every pang 
Yetta had suffered, a thousand should be saved, * 
I didn't quite know how, then, but I do 
now." 

**But, as I said before, many of the 
most hopelessly diseased cling to life, some 
sustaining love keeping them happy in suffer- 
ing. I have heard doctors say that however 
loathsome the patient, there is always one 
human being to love it, and to whom the 
extinction of its life means suffering." 

" That is just my point," cried Tom Shippon 
eagerly, "that by loving, or pretending to love, 
our sick so tenderly, hiding them so close to 
cherish in them the strength to endure fresh 
pain, we prove our own utter selfishness. 
When we come to the point of letting them 
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go willingly, when we are brave enough to 
think of their joy, not our loss, we have taken 
a great step towards the real humanity, that at 
present is conspicuously absent from our treat- 
ment of the sick. Has it ever struck you that 
there is no one to say a good word for the 
weak, to help these poor wretches with whom 
Charon will have nothing to do ? The sufferers 
of this world are ground under the heel of the 
strong — they want a champion, to fight, to 
speak up for them, badly." 

It was true. Charon had always seemed to 
me a rude, greedy sort of person, grabbing the 
wrong people, taking away all those who wanted 
to stop, and cold shouldering those who begged 
to go, — in short, an unsportsmanlike person, and 
therefore to be cut out if someone else could 
be found to run another show, on the system of 
giving people what they wanted, not what they 
were forced to take. To become the secret 
enemy of the medical profession (forced to 
inhumanity through fear of the College of 
Physicians and Surgeons), the silent friend of 
the helpless and oppressed — this appealed 
strongly to my sporting instincts ; and suddenly 
it struck me that no one ever backs Death as 
a winner — everyone treats him practically as a 
** wrong un" — refuses to bet on him — though 
probably he's as full, and fuller, of glorious 
uncertainties, new combinations and ^excite- 
ments, as that flashy stallion, life. 
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Under the penthouse of his hand I saw Tom 
Shippon look at me eagerly, intently, like a 
famished man at the sight of forbidden food, 
and suddenly I knew that this apparently 
objectless talk, and former conversations on the 
same subject, had a very definite aim — and the 
insolence of it fairly staggered me. 

**By Jove," I said, **do you want to make 
me your Ferryman — to take all the sick and 
decaying bodies across the Styx which Charon 
refuses ? " 

It was a brutal speech — one that Hubert 
would never have made — but one male brute 
understands another, and Tom Shippon never 
winced. 

"Captain Ravanel," he said solemnly, "no 
man ever had a higher destiny, a greater trust 
offered to him than I offered you just now in 
that crash of the storm — and which only your 
deafness enabled you to hear. But for the 
misfortune which has overtaken you, and 
which closes your career as a soldier, I should 
not have dared to broach the subject ; but since 
it is not ears you will need, but eyes — and 
finding in you the perfect instrument I have 
so long and vainly sought — I give you the great 
and glorious opportunity of being God's deputy 
on earth." 

I lit another cigarette — and looked squarely 
at the lean, lemon face, the keen grey eyes, 
lit by such a fire of enthusiasm as proved that 
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what the man urged was from a true belief, and 
no sordid desire of personal advantage. 

" You see, we want a first-class aristocrat 
for this job. A man popular as all fine sports- 
men are — a privileged person, free to come 
and go as he wills, who is above suspicion — 
who, even if he goes slumming, is only doing 
as other men of his class do. And you have a 
high, cool way with you. Captain Ravanel ; you 
are a born disciplinarian, instantly obeyed — 
never questioned ; and besides this, you have 
brains, heart, humanity — a common man might 
become bersek — mad with power, or morbid, 
diseased of mind, — I want a perfectly sound 
body, a clear brain for my instrument." 

"Damn it, man!" I cried furiously, *'one 
would think I was a fancy article, made to 
your order. Why don't you do it yourself? " 

" Because genius you can hide," he said, 
"and worth, and beauty, — but wealth, never. 
Whatever I do, wherever I go, I am a marked 
man. There is my fortune — twenty millions — 
lying idle — idle, Captain Ravanel, because I 
haven't been able to find the right man 
necessary to carry out my plan, though I Ve 
been looking for him ever since Yetta died. 
They have come along — men who would do 
anything for money — clever men, shallow men, 
greedy men, but I couldn't trust 'em. You see, 
it isn't from others we want protection, but 
from ourselves — and only an altogether un- 
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common man could be trusted with such 
tremendous powers over his fellows as I could 
give him. Motives of spite, self-aggrandise- 
ment, of revenge, might come in. I want a 
man of iron nerve and humane heart, ripe of 
judgment, quick of resource, rapid and efficient 
in action, silent as the grave — for the moment 
he shares his secret with another his efficacy 
is gone." 

**You are very kind," I said drily; **you 
seem to forget that whoever undertook the 
wholesale removal of the unfit, would probably 
be hanged at his first essay, and thus very 
considerably diminish his sphere of useful- 
ness. And there are such things as coroners' 
inquests " 

Tom Shippon leaned over, and whispered 
something in my ear concerning a poison un- 
known to the profession, and how, administered 
subc?utaneously, it was impossible of detection. 
I grinned as I lit another cigarette, it was all 
so fantastic — and amusing. 

" I suppose I ought to get up and kick you," 
I said. ** Probably I should if you were not so 
old, and if it were possible for me to keep my 
feet." 

"Captain," he said shrewdly, "the thing 
you love best on earth is power." 

I started, for with devilish acumen he had 
detected the one weak spot in me, my love of 
power — the one thing my parentage denied 
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me. It flashed through my mind that what 
Hubert did in a feudal way, in his conception 
of duty, I might do on a grander scale — 
marching in parallel lines with him— I had it 
in me to be a prodigal giver. 

" Money won't buy death," I said. 

** No — but it will keep alive healthy folk. 
In our bargain you are overlooking the other 
side of the shield! Your brother is Lord 
Fitzwarren, lately in the Guards, and you are 
plain Captain Kavanel, about to resign your 
commission in a line regiment — yet I repeat, 
that I can give you a power of doing good 
a thousandfold greater than he possesses — 
though when he asked me to Fitzwarren, to 
talk to me about that oil he is going to 
prospect for, I realised for the first time what 
a great feudal lord in his own place is — ^how 
he makes the welfare of every man, woman, 
and child on his estate, at once his business 
and pleasure. And what he does, is because 
it's natural to him, not for what outsiders like 
me, and newspapers, may think of him — and 
he's just fine." 

** The finest man I ever knew," I said. 

'*And there's that little proud sister-in-law 
of yours — not proud, but just herself — saying 
in that quiet voice of hers (I overheard her 
one day, when invited to the house of some 
rich American) — * You go, Hubert — I don't 
understand what these people talk about, or 
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what to say to them — we have nothing in 
common ' — and he went alone." 

I laughed — it was so like Frances — I seemed 
to see her little face, with its bright colour, 
to see the straightest rider to hounds, the 
greatest hater of society, the best comrade, 
and wife, and mother that ever lived. 

"Your mother must have been a lovely 
woman, I guess," went on Tom Shippon ; 
"lovely, I mean, in heart and mind as well 
as body." 

** She was," I said, "all you say." 

"At first it puzzled me a bit how two 
brothers — so alike, too, as you are — could be, 
the one Captain Ravanel, the other Lord 
Fitzwarren " 

" My mother married again," I said, " and 
my father died the day I was born. Both my 
brother and I resemble our mother — I am not 
so good-looking, but, as far as appearance goes, 
we might both be Fitzwarrens. I am going 
upstairs to him now," and rose ; but Tom 
Shippon leaned over, and put an urgent hand 
on my arm. 

"We reach New York to-morrow morning," 
he said ; but I laughed, and went on my way. 
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I FOUND Hubert reclining on a couch in 
his deck cabin, reading Twenty Years 
After, a Marconigram from Frances lay by his 
side. As I entered, he looked up with that 
sweetness of regard that in a man less reck- 
lessly brave, would have been almost womanly ; 
it was another proof of his superiority to me 
that he was never restless, never irritable, but 
could read or occupy himself when active life 
was impossible. 

** Hubert," I said, sitting down beside him, 
" did you know ? " 

'' It's hard, Paul," he said, " I wish to God it 
had been I, not you — for I have so many 
interests, if not your brains, and it would not 
have mattered greatly to me ; while you have 
only your career, and it's stopped. There 
again, the cruel inequality of our lot comes in — 
* but to him that hath ' — " he broke off abruptly, 
and I rose, and looked away from him to the 
seas swirling about the port-hole beside us. 

''And Frances .>" 

14 
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"She hoped we were mistaken, but if it 
were so — she asked me to tell you it would 
only make her and the little girls love you more 
than ever. How did you find it out ? *' 

'* By hearing in the crash of the storm what 
a man who was not deaf could not have heard 
at all/' I said grimly ; " it is the nervous but 
incurable form of deafness. I have met with 
it before." 

Hubert did not immediately speak, only his 
eyes, beautiful in colour and expression, met 
mine. He had that gracious gift of sympathetic 
silence that draws the sorrow out of a human 
heart, as a festering thorn out of a wound, and, 
as usual, his presence, his silence, healed me. 

"Must you leave the regiment.^" he said. 
" They won't let you go so easily." 

" There is only one thing worse than a bore, 
and that is to bore other people," I said. " On 
parade — ^at mess — everywhere, I shall be a 
nuisance. If I got into an accident, I would 
have first to explain I was deaf, before letting 
them know I was killed ! " 

Hubert laughed. 

"Your sense of humour would carry you 
overmuch," he said; "but I see clearly enough 
that your fiery spirit will never brook the 
annoyances of your misfortune. Still, before 
sending in your papers, why not see a New 
York surgeon and get his advice ? I must go 
straight on to my business — but could pick 



1 6 THE FERRYMAN 

you up on my way back. I know you are not 
very keen on what you call one of my mad 
enterprises — " I smiled, thinking of how I had 
grizzled in a blockhouse, while he set the army 
in a flame by a feat of splendid heroism. 

"I think I will stay in New York," I said, 
and gave a side thought to Miss Huldah. ** I 
shall have to do a bit of thinking, now my life 
has come to a dead stop — for I was never 
really fit to be anything but a soldier, you 
know." 

*'Why not have Hornblotton — breed your 
own race-horses, and live the life of a sporting 
squire ? " he said, " You would be only a mile 
from Fitz warren." 

I shook my head — ^and here the question of 
moral perversity came in, that I knew I could 
not make myself happy at Hornblotton, the 
hazards of life had always interested me so 
much more than inanimate things, and Tom 
Shippon's more or less immoral proposal 
suddenly shouted in my ear, 

** Here is power — use it." 

I was astonished to hear my own voice say — 

** Supposing I had a chance of doing for 
humanity at large what you are doing for your 
estate? — Improving and ameliorating the exist- 
ing conditions — of the poor — and others; 
adding to the happiness of the world " 

I looked up, to see his eyes kindle. 

"It is the life I would have chosen for 
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myself," he said; '*the life, on a colossal scale, 
of philanthropy. I sometimes think that with 
all my energy, I am like a child stirring a pond 
with a stick — while the open sea lies beyond. 
Carnegie's all wrong," he continued, "he gets 
at people's minds — but I would get at their 
starving bodies — feed the homeless and hungry. 
There's a place in New York where at midnight 
a loaf and a cup of coffee are given to any man 
who applies. Now, I call that practical help^ 
more than one genius has been kept alive in 
that way, has justified his claim to existence 
afterwards. But about this chance of yours, 
Paul — " he did not know that I already 
repented mentioning it. 

" It's all in the air," I said (yet he had 
focused it), *' may come to nothing — but if it 
did — " I paused, coloured. 

" If it is nothing to your own advancement, 
if it is not a question of self-interest, of money," 
he said, after a moment of hesitation, in which 
he had tacitly accepted the fact that I was 
not at liberty to tell him more. 

"There is a great deal of money," I said, 
"but not for me." 

Hubert's brow lightened — I knew later, that 
he had observed Tom Shippon's odd affection 
for me, and persistent seeking of my society, 
and believed that now, at a crucial point of my 
career, the old man had brought forward some 
scheme calculated to give me a new aim in life. 
2 



i 



1 8 THE FERRYMAN 

" Then do it, Paul ; and good luck and God 
speed ! " 

I moved restlessly, for I knew the delicacy 
of his mind, that he would trust me absolutely, 
never ask me another question. 

"Luckily," I said grimly, "my name is 
Ravanel " 

"That is unworthy of you," he said quietly. 
" We are two sons of one mother — she loved 
us equally — if anything you best, because she 
knew you had more of her brains than I have." 

" Haven't you wanted to share everything 
with me?" I cried impetuously; "but even 
you can't disinherit yourself of our mother's 
beautiful heart and soul — there is much more 
of my father in me than you suppose, and God 
knows what it is — for I don't. When we say 
of a person *he is not true to himself,' probably 
he is doing what he can't help — because he is 
true to the father he may never even have 
seen, but who has stamped his own image 
on him, nevertheless." 

Hubert looked at me thoughtfully, he told 
me once that he had a very vivid memory of 
the Vicomte de Ravanel, one of the handsomest 
men of his day. When my mother married 
him, it was only regarded as one of the 
irrational, yet quite natural, impulses that 
occasionally seize a perfectly human, delightful 
woman ; and when he died, everyone combined 
to forget the incident — perhaps she also, especi- 
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ally as my features never reminded her of it 
— then her life flowed in normal channels as 
before. 

" You'll never do a cowardly or mean thing," 
Hubert said, "and you always had force of 
character. You'll make history." 

" Bad history," I said. 

"We don't love the best people best, you 
know," he said, and smiled; then, rather 
absently — 

**Tom Shippon's a good sort, but a bit of 
a crank. That was a very interesting con- 
versation on euthanasia we had with him at 
Fitz warren." 

"Yes." — My heartbeat, a reckless impulse 
made me say, " Don't you think we are wrong 
to leave out the element of chance in the future 
state as we do— are not sporting in our take- 
off against eternity ? We follow eagerly the 
unknown combinations of the chase, but pull 
up as at a dead wall when we see straight 
ahead of us the most fascinating conundrum 
of all ! Why not preach the cheery, optimistic 
Gospel of Death, making him no spectre (to 
put it mildly — ^a skeleton with all his teeth is 
too ridiculous), but an optimist who ferries 
humanity from Suffering to Joy ? " 

Hubert looked at me thoughtfully. 

" So you hold Tom Shippon's views. I was 
struck with something he said, that we are 
policed through life right up to death, or 
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impending death, and that since we live by 
man's laws — not God's — we ought to be 
allowed to legislate for ourselves if we will 
live or die." 

I was silent, listening intently for more. 

*' I would go further — I would legislate against 
and for the unborn — I would make it com- 
pulsory that every man and woman should be 
vetted for marriage, just as for insurance, and 
the State should have power to outlaw the 
physically unfit who are determined to marry." 

*' I had no idea you took an interest in the 
subject," I said. 

" What thoughtful man does not ? " he said 
reproachfully. ** It is the great problem of the 
age. In a brochure by Dr. Robert Rentoul on 
the enormous increase of lunacy in Great Britain 
— an increase of one hundred per cent — he asks : 
* Are we justified in endeavouring to prevent 
lunatics and other degenerates from committing 
suicide ? Are we justified in refusing the right 
to the incurably deranged and diseased to leap 
from Clifton or other bridge ? Are we right 
in giving medals and other rewards to persons 
who have prevented the would-be suicide from 
putting his craving into effect ? ' " 

I sat silent, thinking first of my deafness, 
revealed to me in the roar of the Atlantic, then 
of Tom Shippon's proposal, and now of 
Hubert's amazing leaning towards Shippon's 
views. After all, was man the sport of circum- 
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stance, or does each one of us blindly work 
his tiny bit into the mosaic of the scheme that 
God knows, and we do not ? 

*' Huxley was fond of telling of a lady — a 
high-minded and religious lady— who once 
spoke to an eminent American gentleman of 
the goodness of Providence," I said, laughing. 
"'Waal, ma'am,' was the reply, * He's good, 
but He's careless.' Now I can't see that — it's 
man who is to blame — looking round, one sees 
that it is a beautiful world, it is the mad, 
vicious people in it that spoil it. Half the 
unmoral outrages and crimes in the world are 
due to sexual insanity, not crimes at all really, 
only affording evidence of actual insanity or 
the deepest degeneracy," 

Hubert nodded. 

"Yonder," he said, "in the State of Min- 
nesota, there is an Act forbidding marriage 
to any person suffering from epilepsy, im- 
becility, or insanity, and probably the wisdom 
of future generations will correct the grossly 
sentimental value we place on human life, 
and do away with those charitable institutions 
that keep diseased people alive, simply to 
perpetuate their own maladies in the person 
of their offspring, — though, for one healthy 
human being, you get a hundred degenerates, 
who in their turn sin in begetting — it 
almost seems as if the fit do well to beget, 
even unlawfully. Take the cost of a cot in a 
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hospital for incurables, and see what it mounts 
up to in the course of many years — while bit 
by bit the life is going painfully out of a useful 
man or woman for want of food ! I would shut 
up these hospitals and homes for incurables, 
and with that money keep alive those who 
are fit to live. The excess of humanity, or 
inhumanity, as I call it, towards the sick, 
involves distinct brutality and injustice towards 
the healthy." 

**What about the asylums?" I said. 

" They would not be needed if degenerates 
and imbeciles were not born, thus millions to 
the State would be saved. I would give the 
hopelessly mad euthanasia. I've heard them 
called happy — my God! who that has seen 
the look of anguish, the scared sorrowful- 
ness of the mad, is not able to guess at what 
they suffer ? And usually — just before death — 
there is a sudden ray of light — they go sane 
into the Presence. Does not that prove God 
has no hand in madness — that it's of man's 
making— not His?" 

I remained silent — it seemed to me that all 
rivers ran into the sea — Tom Shippon's wild 
idea, at which I had laughed half an hour ago, 
did not seem so immoral now, endorsed by 
Hubert's opinion. His valet entered with tea. 
The conversation took another turn ; Hubert 
gave me Frances's message to read, we dis- 
cussed some business details, and my New 
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York arrangements, and presently I left him, 
to look for Miss Huldah, whom I had not seen 
since luncheon. 

'* I wonder," said Hubert, as he returned 
eagerly to his book, ' ' if all the men now alive 
would make one d' Artagnan ? " 



CHAPTER III 
HULDAH 

MISS HULDAH, the only woman I had 
seen for five days on board ship, was 
the sole occupant of the music-room, and when 
by strategic movements I arrived at a seat 
near her, she looked up quickly, but not as one 
who had wearied of her own society. 

*' If only we could get on deck," she said. 
She was pale, her enormous brown eyes left 
the rest of her face almost invisible, she wore 
the simple white *' waist" and serge skirt that 
had made her so incompatible with all my 
former experiences of American girls, just as 
her character was a revelation to me of a side 
to women I had never hitherto known. 

** I believe it's the worst crossing the boat 
ever made," she went on, "and if it were not a 
Cunarder, I suppose we'd have gone to the 
bottom. Odd, isn't it, that it's only when 
danger has just missed, or caught us, that we 
realise it ? " 

** Yes," I grumbled ; " but it's a beastly shame 
with such a chef on board to have to eat his 
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masterpieces with an earthquake underfoot, 
and all the unreality of stationary things 
moving, and we fenced in to the table like 
helpless two-year-olds ! " 

Huldah laughed. 

" I always knew you were game," I said, 
*'from the moment you turned up at dinner, 
the only woman visible, the second night we 
sailed ; and I saw a glassy swear in your eyes 
through the soup, and almost heard you murmur 
it at sight of the fish ! " 

" It's sheer want of pluck to be ill," she said, 
**and if I had given way that first night — " 
she paused. 

" My brother and I would have missed about 
the only pleasure of the voyage," I said. 

She made me a little bow. 

** Why are you not with your inseparable 'i " 
she said. '* I like to see you two tall English- 
men swinging along on deck at your swift 
pace — so alike, yet so unlike," — she paused and 
looked at me critically, — *' your outlines are the 
same — but your features, your characters, are 
quite different." 

"You are very observant," I said. 

More than once it had struck me that there 
was something big at the back of this girl's 
mind that dwarfed little ones, and made her 
supremely indifferent to the trifles of everyday 
life. 

** I wouldn't like to be in trouble, or have 
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anything to hide when you were around," she 
said, as if in answer to my thoughts. 

** Why ? " 

But though she shook her head and laughed, 
there was none of the espiiglerie of the woman 
who wishes to charm in her ; she was purely 
American in this, that she was charming 
because she chose, not because she wished to 
please. 

" I implored them to let me up on deck this 
afternoon," she said, " but they wouldn't, though 
sea- water doesn't hurt a bit" 

"If they had, you would have followed the 
boats," I said ; yet I had seldom seen anything 
pluckier than this girl in the earlier days of 
the voyage, her bear cap and muff white with 
spin-drift, resolutely making her way alone to 
her deck-chair. 

Yet nothing could sting a colour into her 
cheek, which yet was perfectly healthy; an 
English .girl would have glowed like a rose, 
and often I wondered if heart had anything to 
do with it, if intellect, charm were hers, but 
no red blood — no passion ? 

" Do you know Tom Shippon in New York ? " 
I said, **and how was his money made 1 " 

**Oil," she said. ** He lives in a brown 
stone mansion in Central Park," she added, 
"and I live at Brooklyn." Her tone was final. 

" But what is there between you ? " I said, 
puzzled. 
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"Only a Bridge, that most New Yorkers 
have never crossed, and never will. New 
York ignores Brooklyn, and Brooklyn, New 
York. And yet — it is worth coming to America 
only to see that Bridge ! " 

"I shall see it," I said with decision, "for 
my brother is going on his cruise without me, 
and I am remaining in New York to see a 
surgeon. How well your voice carries. I 
wonder how soon I shall reach the unhappy 
point when I am forced to choose for my com- 
panions those I can hear, not those whom I 
like ? " 

"Z?(?«V," she said, with a look of pain. 

" Have you noticed it ? " I said. 

She looked at me squarely. 

" I noticed that you got out of touch now 
and then with the talk at our table — between 
the Captain — Lord Fitzwarren and myself — 
then came into it when we were out," she said. 
" But it's very slight — and you see more than 
other people hear," she added. " I think " (a 
demure little smile dimpled her mouth) " that I 
would encourage the idea of deafness, it will 
leave you so very much a free agent." 

" Yes ; but it means leaving the army." 

"Oh, it's Aardl" she said. Then, after a 
pause, 

" What will you do ? " 

"Who knows? Straight and corny is the 
path that leads to virtue — so perhaps — perhaps 
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I shall divagate. Meanwhile, when I cross that 
Bridge, may I come and see you ? " 

Her eyes kindled. 

" Come after dark," she said, " when the city 
is lit, and when you get clear of the traffic, 
walk a little way — not too far — then look back. 
Oh, you'll find another side to our skyscrapers, 
then — though in daytime there's a great feeling 
of space, of full breathing capacity as one 
mounts in them, till at the very summit, as one 
looks out on the great city spread below, this 
becomes positive expansion, impossible to 
experience in pigmy dwellings nearer earth. 
At such moments one almost thinks," — she 
paused, — " as if one could think great thoughts, 
do great things. Father and mother will be 
glad to see you," she added after a moment's 
pause, "and I'll like to show you some of my 
brother's pictures." But it did not strike me 
then that I was to walk straight in on a family 
of geniuses, not the least of whom was 
Huldah herself. 

** And in your own country I shall have to 
treat you as a goddess," I said, with some 
grimness. "Your men stand back so quietly 
in the pit, while you women occupy the stage, 
that, like most self-effacing people, not being 
seen, we do not even think of them. Do you," 
I added innocently, "think it is quite good for 
you ? Undoubtedly their worship of you con- 
tributes to the fineness of the men's characters 
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— but to yours ? Probably it is as demoralising 
to you as all really nice things are ! " 

The little subtle smile I was beginning to 
know, and that suggested secret riches unknown 
to the world, appeared at the corners of her 
mouth. There was nothing of Rabelais in her, 
or in any other American woman I ever met, 
and what might appeal to a healthy English- 
woman as humorous, would at most extract 
from her only a gentle toleration. 

*'And I shall be able to study your 
admirers," I said maliciously. " I must confess 
that the American way of loving, so far as I 
have been able to observe it, where the lover 
always waits (patiently) and the lady is never 
in a hurry, appeals to me very much, because 
there is no vulgar haste about the business, 
and nobody seems to get hurt in the end ! " 

I thought at first she would be angry, and 
I could imagine those enormous brown eyes 
turned on me in eloquent indignation or rebuke, 
but never naggingly or spitefully. Sometimes 
it occurred to me that she was like a Phil May 
drawing — all flowing lines after the smaller 
strokes have been blocked out, while an English 
girl is all nice little details, without the big 
lines. 

But she only smiled, and quoted quaintly, 
'**You must marry with wine, but you must 
court with water.' The love that will not begin 
with water will not last with wine." 
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'' And, madam, since you can quote, so can 
I ! " I said. * What a man loves a woman for, 
is the mystery in her ; if she contain no mystery, 
let her marry if she must, but let her not aspire 
to courtship.' Is it for your mystery that your 
courtship lasts so long in your country ? " 

**Our men are splendid, and real good to 
us," she said, in a tone that made me realise 
why the American woman is so much stronger 
than her English sister, because the support, 
the respect (taken for granted) of her men, 
keep her what they believe her to be — she 
has no need to pretend to anything. 

All the time, we were lurching, curtseying, 
bowing and bobbing to each other, while 
angry torrents tried to smash in the port-holes, 
so that we conversed under difficulties, as 
we did most things during that midwinter 
voyage. 

**Miss Huldah," I said, "it is written that 
under the Romans, if a lover kissed his be- 
trothed before marriage, she inherited half of his 
worldly goods in the event of his death before 
the marriage ceremony; but if she died, her 
heritage descended to her nearest relatives. 
He must have been an American ! " 
. Huldah nodded at me triumphantly, then 
said, 

" What would you think of a place I know 
of, where boys and girls keep house together, 
to see if their characters and dispositions suit, 
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and if they dotit, they separate to try the 
experiment with others ? " 

"Wonderful! And — and — the man never 
grows impatient ? " 

Her great eyes flashed, her silence was 
eloquent. 

" You are a wonderful people," I said. " Of 
course the male American worship of woman 
has its finer side — to do no wrong against a 
woman — but — but " 

Huldah shook her head. 

" I don't believe an American woman is 
capable of experiencing a great passion — there 
are no raptures and roses for her — only a con- 
descending affection — tepid and nerveless." 

She looked at me pityingly, declining to be 
drawn. She had the gift of silence, and always 
seemed at ease with herself; unlike those un- 
fortunates whose bodies and spirits resemble 
swords and scabbards, that can never under 
any circumstances be made to fit. 

Suddenly the bugle sounded, and we 
staggered up to dress for dinner. I saw little 
more of her that night. 

" What do you think of our harbour ? " said 
Tom Shippon's voice in my ear, about nine 
o'clock next morning, as I stood on deck 
looking at the shores of the new country. 

" I think that if the advertisements allowed 
us to see it, it would be fine," I replied, pointing 
to the excellencies of a certain pickle that 
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dwarfed the sullen sky, the grey river, and the 
greyer city beyond. 

He grunted in a discomfited way at this, 
but soon recovered. 

" Look out for our Statue of Liberty," he 
said, in a tone at once exultant and challenging ; 
and later I saw the lady, but nothing in her to 
particularly merit being the proud boast of 
America that she is. It is the idea she repre- 
sents, I suppose ; for already I felt independence 
in the raw morning air, the very buildings 
shouted it at us as we passed. 

*' In ten minutes we shall be in," said Tom 
Shippon eagerly, "and you haven't given me 
any reply, Captain Ravanel." 

" I shall be in New York for a fortnight," 
I said, and looked round for Hubert, who was 
still invisible, probably arranging with his valet 
what the latter (as representing him) was to 
say to the inevitable reporters awaiting him as 
soon as the gangway was crossed. 

" I suppose you wouldn't make my house 
your head-quarters, Captain.'*" said my com- 
panion humbly. 

" Thanks — FU go to an hotel, and look round 
a bit. Can you recommend a good quiet one ? " 

"You can't better the Holland House," he 
said reluctantly, and seemed about to say 
something, when a glance at my face made him 
close his jaws with a snap, and let me alone. 

I had been too engrossed during the last 
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hour in looking at the shores of the new 
country to observe the gradually filling deck 
behind me, but now I turned to see the miser- 
ables of the voyage, all perfect strangers to my 
eyes, carefully got up, and moving about with a 
kind of trembling defiance and bravado, and 
close behind me I discovered Huldah. 

" How do you like us ? " she said, with a 
little wave of her hand outwards. 

" You look like yourself," I said ; '* I mean " 
— I scanned the ugliness inevitable to docks — 
" different to how we look on arrival — more as 
if you didn't care a damn if you were tidy, or 
if you were not ! " 

She nodded maliciously. 

" I think Liverpool can give us points in 
ugliness," she said. " Oh ! " with a sudden cry, 
"there are father and mother — there!" and 
she pointed far below to a black crowd of 
people that seemed to wave welcome at us like 
a wash-line in a gale. 

I made them out at last — a man whose look 
of fire and distinction told even at that distance, 
and a bright-faced woman whose gestures de- 
noted energy and joy, as the boat made its last 
deliberate movement, and came to a full stop. 

" There you are ! " said Hubert's voice behind 
me. *' We will say good-bye now, as I shall not 
wait to get my things through the Customs — 
Lamson will see to that, and I shall go straight 
on to the railway station. Write me what the 
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doctor says — and I'll wire you what progress we 
make. Good-bye, old chap — God bless you ! — 
what address ? " 

" Holland House. Good luck to you, 
Hubert!" 

"Good-bye, Miss Rimmon," he said; and 
then we all scrimmaged down the gangway, and 
somehow I lost the girl, but found her after- 
wards sitting beside her mother on a trunk, wait- 
ing for the Custom House officials. Her father 
moved briskly to and fro, using his very con- 
siderable influence to get us attended to quickly ; 
and his smartness, his snap, his perfectly shod 
foot, and well-gloved hand, were a surprise to 
me, with my preconceived idea of the male 
American ; while as to brains, I could under- 
stand now why Huldah was what she was, and 
from whom she got those wonderful brown eyes. 

The Rimmons got off first, with a cordial 
invitation to me to call on them in the wilds of 
Brooklyn — then Tom Shippon (who had been 
grovelled to by the officials, as was his unhappy 
wont), came up to me like some big, awkward 
Newfoundland who fears a kick, and said, 

** Tm near the Plaga, Captain Ravanel, 
anyone will tell you where it is," and drove 
quickly away in a hired carriage, while I 
followed in another. 

I formed no impression of the streets through 
which we drove, corresponding to our poorer 
part of London, it was only afterwards that I 
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knew how to locate the density of the Jew 
population by the number of articles hung out 
to dry on one day in the week. But afterwards, 
when we turned into Fifth Avenue, passing 
from a network of elevated railway and trolley- 
cars into a region that somewhat approximated, 
on a huge scale, to our Bond Street, soon I 
began to get my bearings, and on alighting at 
my hotel, was met by a surprise, for an amazed 
voice sang out, ** Captain Ravanel!" and I 
turned to see young Halliwell of the Bengal 
Lancers, whom I had last seen in town, and home 
on long leave, standing on the steps before me. 

He had an innocent, clean-shaven face, and 
the clearest blue eyes I ever saw in a man's 
head, while of the mischief that lay behind 
those eyes few people had any idea ; but I was 
really delighted to see him, knowing well enough 
that two Englishmen of one mind can form a 
coalition extremely useful in a strange city, and 
be practically independent of all outside society. 

" What are you doing here ? " I inquired. 

**0h, a little week-end run over — not an 
heiress, Ravanel, I assure you. Awful weather 
for you and Fitzwarren — another of his reck- 
less enterprises, I suppose " 

"I'm not going with him. Are you putting up 
here ? What luck ! " and we went in togemer. 

" They've put me up for the Union Club," 
he said, when I had made my arrangements, 
" and no doubt they will you. Awful good sort 
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these American men are," he added, "and if 
they have no sporting, idle set as with us, at 
least they have no vulgar rich one that does 
nothing but amuse itself. There isn't a man but 
occupies himself for at least a few hours daily in 
business, thereby setting some of us lazy English- 
men an excellent example. But it's funny the 
way they sit in the window with their hats on, 
and stare at the women who pass, while at home 
we sit without our hats, and don't in the least 
care whether a pretty woman goes by or not ! " 

Halliwell was frankly indifferent to the fair 
sex, and had been heard to remark that in 
these days women are much more interested 
in the woman's question than men are, but I 
thought he might get a lesson or two on the 
subject if he remained in America long enough, 
and especially if I introduced him to Huldah. 

When I had arranged for rooms, and changed 
my clothes, I found him waiting for me in the 
hall, looking wretched. 

"If there's one thing I can't stick," he 
said, "it's the awful overheating of the houses 
and stores — the 'blasted blast' as I call it — 
makes you feel like a cheap penny orchid — it's 
the heat you should be warned against in New 
York, not the cold — which is perfectly dry, 
and there's always a jolly blue sky overhead." 

I nodded, for already I felt irritated, annoyed 
by that hot-house, flue-like air, and almost gasp- 
ing for fresh air, seized my hat. 
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" Let us go out," I said, "and great-coats be 
hanged ! " I then got my first real impression 
of New York, which struck me as very brilliant, 
very shallow, all on view as it were from end 
to end, every good it possessed displayed in 
its one endless shop-window, with apparently 
twice as many people in it as our capital. 

** We live and die here in trolley-cars," said 
Halliwell resignedly. " The women go to the 
opera in 'em in rubbers and overalls — and hang 
on by straps three deep, while the trolley-man 
collects his fares by a special dispensation of 
Providence. YouVe got to lie down right in 
the track to stop 'em, and out of sheer ugliness 
they'll leave you there, if the spirit moves 'em ! 
As to gee-gees, except off Fifth Avenue and 
Central Park, you never see one ! 

"As to the women" — he shrugged his 
shoulders — " but, thank God, even the elderly 
females are thin — I haven't seen a single three- 
tiered tummy in New York ! Odd the way fat 
women wear all their secrets outside — slim ones 
e«," he added meditatively ; " the latter fold their 
arms easily over lap or knee, and smile sphinx- 
like, and are happy — but here we are" — we 
turned in at the club for luncheon. 

" Cooking not so bad," he said ; "and glossy 
black faces, and dazzling white shirt-fronts are 
refreshing, after the white faces, and black linen 
of our waiters at home ! " 



CHAPTER IV 

" THINK NOT AMBITION WISE 
BECAUSE TIS BRAVE" 

IT had been a brutal day, a brutal blue sky, 
a brutal wind, brutal dazzling white under 
foot, all hard, brazen as a sky of burning 
brass, but the afternoon was late when I turned 
out of a quiet square, walked in at the open 
door of a house whose number had been given 
me, met a servant who casually told me to go 
upstairs, and came to another entrance, where 
I saw within, a girl on a sofa, without her hat, 
whose clear eyes met mine, and looked through 
me as indifferently as if they gazed on space. 

I got used to that sort of look in time, and 
knew how to answer it, but at the moment I 
had meant to ask for some clue in this strange 
country to the doctor's whereabouts ; as it was, 
I walked, uninvited, into what I fully expected 
was the holy of holies — the consulting room 
itself. But here another surprise awaited me, 
for the walls were entirely panelled with signed 
photographs of every beauty and actress known 
to fame at the present day, by one and all of 
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whom the doctor seemed to be held in inordin- 
ate affection, if the inscriptions meant anything ; 
and I spent a very pleasant half-hour reading 
them, and making acquaintance with many new 
faces, and people I had never hitherto heard of. 

At the end of that time, I looked at my watch, 
and Dr. Syce came in himself directly after, 
grey-haired, but with youth in his regard, and 
actually in the very prime of life ; and I found 
afterwards that no surgeon is allowed more 
than ten years in America, his brains, nerve, 
and technique are not considered at their per- 
fection after that ; and perhaps the public is right 
—over-ripe experience may partially disable by 
seeing too much, and the man disheartened by 
accident, fear to adventure. But in this tremen- 
dous country, that takes no account of human 
life, and uses up its material with such reckless 
waste, undoubtedly the battle is to the young 
and strong, if somewhat cruel to the middle- 
aged and the old. 

He took me in to his consulting room, 
startlingly unconventional in its appointments, 
and at once made the necessary examination 
with a skill and swiftness that gave reason for 
his reputation ; then told me what I expected, 
that my deafness was quite incurable, had been 
coming on gradually for years, might stand still 
for a long while, but was probably progressive, 
though never likely to be total. 

** And how do you like us ? " he said, after 
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some further conversation, in which I found 
him extraordinarily bright and sympathetic, 
keenly alive at all points. 

** I think you will be a great country when 
you have done growing," I said. " At present 
you strike me as a tall hot-house plant that has 
outgrown its strength — a little jealous of the 
robust elderly parent from whom it sprang," 
I added slily. 

He laughed. 

" Well, you mustn't grumble. Most of the 
money we make for our daughters here, you 
men come over and carry back to England, 
you know." 

" Yes," — I frowned, — " badly as both the con- 
tracting parties come out over the transaction, 
the man is incontestably the worst." 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

" Why not send some of your nicest girls 
over here ? " he said ; " we would treat them 
well — and there are plenty of places to live in — 
besides New York." 

'* It would be far better," I said, "to import 
some of you men to England — to teach us 
morals and manners as regards women ; " and 
he laughed. But on our way to the door, 
outside which others were waiting, with my 
hand on the handle a seemingly maladroit 
thought struck me, and I said, 

** Dr. Syce, what is your opinion of 
euthanasia ? " 
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His face changed at once, all the geniality 
froze, only the savoir-faire of the man of the 
world remained, as he said, " I think that 
subject has already been pretty well thrashed 
out;" then added, looking at me curiously, 
*' it is a strange subject to so keenly interest 
English visitors to our shores." 

The plural struck me oddly, but something 
in the man's bright eyes, sleek personality, and 
perfect air of well-being, suddenly antagonised 
me. Here was one of the high priests of 
healing who blocked the way, dared not assist 
suffering humanity because to do so meant 
loss of caste, loss of luxury, loss of all things 
desired by the unit, who would not suffer the 
necessity of the many to impinge ever so little 
on his own prosperity. My heart swelled — 
was there no one to put in a word for the 
miserables of the earth ? 

Perhaps my measuring glance was more 
indignant than I supposed it to be, for he 
frowned when I said, 

**Sir Thomas More, who was certainly 
neither impious nor humane, represents the 
responsible guides of his ideal republic in the 
Utopiay as advising suicide to all who were 
incurably afflicted, so why should not a go- 
ahead nation like America take the initiative 
in freeing legally those who are unfit to live ? " 

** Captain Ravanel," he said quietly, *'you 
and your fellow-officers have a way of looking 
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at me as if I were a contumacious soldier you 
were about to try by court-martial, but what 
you and they advocate is not possible, and," — 
he paused, I saw how completely his mind was 
on the wrong track, " you do not come under 
the heading of the unfit If, as you seem to 
think, your career in the army is closed, you 
will no doubt do equally brilliant things in 
another line ** 

** That you will hear of," I said, so signifi- 
cantly that he started, never realising how far 
he had sped me on a certainly mad, probably 
wrong course that evening, how valuable an ally 
of Tom Shippon he had unexpectedly become. 

As it was, I thanked him for his opinion, 
handed him his fee, and passed out, meaning 
to take a brisk constitutional, for the ground 
was hard as iron. 

I had gone to bed over night in the wake 
of a blizzard that transformed the streets 
radiating for ten miles or more from the civic 
centre, into dazzling avenues of snow, six inches 
deep, and on rising that morning, twelve hours 
after the snow had ceased, one hundred and 
eighty - six miles of white carpet, averaging 
forty feet in width, and three parts of a foot in 
thickness, had been rolled up, and carted away. 

Imagine the amount of planning and execu- 
tion bestowed in lifting, and carrying away, 
a million and a half cubic yards of snow, 
through which four million persons must come 
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and go during the twelve or more waking 
hours of the metropolitan day ! Yet this was 
done by eight thousand men, and three thousand 
waggons, marshalled and kept moving by the 
genius of one man, the Commissioner, who 
spent the night in his automobile, skimming 
over five boroughs, overlooking, encouraging 
his " fleets," providing them at midnight with 
coffee and sandwiches — but that's another story, 
too long to tell here. 

And when all was done, there remained not 
a snow-drift the size of your hand to be 
detected by his eagle eye — the vast roofless 
area of New York was as clean as a skating 
rink, and as slippery, and the cost of this 
wonderful feat of organisation and labour was 
from ten to fifteen thousand pounds. 

I thought of the slushy misery of our own 
capital under the like conditions, and decided 
that in more ways than one this new country 
could g^ve points to the old, but what struck me 
most, was the immense contempt for accident, 
and loss of life, that is part of the bigness of 
view taken of evolution in America, wnere life 
and death are alike accidents, and not allowed 
to interfere with the great scheme and scope of 
her ambition. I had seen that morning a man 
fall through an elevated railway, and lie smashed 
in the street below — his arrival was greeted 
with perfect indifference, the railway men went 
undisturbed about their work till the police 
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came, and took him to a hospital — there was 
no outcry, no pity, as there would be in a 
London street, it was all in the day's work — 
nothing to make a fuss about, and no time to 
spare if they had wanted to. 

On the other hand, the cheeriness of the 
employ & everywhere struck me forcibly. Here 
were no crushed, subdued looks, no fear of dis- 
missal, or of the authorities put over them ; the 
robust philosophy that whistled ^'a man's a man 
for a' that," seemed to be their rule of life, possibly 
because the splendid prosperity of the nation beat 
from the heart outwards, enveloping them also 
in waves of content, while in England almost 
every class staggers under the weight of unjust 
taxation, as little able to swim as a man thrown 
into a river, clad in a complete suit of mail. 

I came at last to Broadway, to that amazing 
thoroughfare through which, for every second 
of the twenty-four hours, the tide of the most 
cosmopolitan human life in the world ebbs and 
flows, whose decorous inhabitants of the day 
are not those of the night, that for a mile north 
and south of the New York Times building is 
the spinal column of the midnight Sleepless, or 
Pleasure land of the town. 

Flashing with electric light in all the colours 
of the rainbow, its shop-windows arrayed to 
attract the passing throngs at midnight, even 
more alluringly than at mid-day, cafds and 
restaurants at their busiest at close on dawn. 
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its hotels all ablaze with life from cellar to 
roof, it is a huge human whirlpool, that draws 
into its vortex all those who seem to get most 
pleasure out of life between sundown and sun- 
up, men who have worked like demons down 
town or elsewhere during the day, while apart 
from the resident New Yorkers it is estimated 
that one hundred thousand out-of-town visitors 
join the night throng in Broadway each month, 
spending half a million dollars solely for 
personal entertainment. 

It is only in winter, when the theatres and 
opera are in full blast, that this carnival of life 
is in its full perfection, and the dinner-hour 
sharply divides the day and the night crowd, 
but wnile it merely interested me, it had got 
H alii well firmly in its grip, and I was not 
surprised to fall in with him presently, but 
walking slowly, and without his usual air of 
disengaged mischief. 

** Hullo ! Ravanel," he said, " I was just 
thinking how desirable it is to know your 
geography here, because in one part of Broad- 
way, if you're tight, the policeman only asks 
you ironically * Where you got it all ? ' while in 
another section of the same thoroughfare, you're 
run in before you can say Jack Robinson ! 

** I've spent the whole afternoon looking 
for a tea-shop," he went on, still in the 
same depressed way, **and discovered why 
there are none — because there are no men to 
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take out their best girls ! There's not a man- 
Jack to be found at an afternoon party in 
New York ! " 

" Then let yourself out on hire — and hand 
tea-cakes." 

** I can't — I'm going home Saturday — my 
business is done." 

I looked at him sharply. For the moment his 
blue eyes were empty, and his face haggard, 
but he was a reticent boy in many ways, and 
had never told me what his business in the 
States was. 

** Have you seen Syce.^ " he said suddenly. 

" Yes " — ^and I told him what the doctor had 
said. 

" I hate him ! " burst out Halliwell suddenly, 
" an inhuman devil ! I've done a round of the 
doctors here, and he is the worst! Ravanel, 
have you ever taken any interest in the subject 
of euthanasia ? " 

I started violently. 

•* Why ? " 

**0h!" he hesitated, coloured, "only my 
mother saw in a newspaper that at a banquet 
held by the New York Medical Association, 
some remarks were made in support of the 
extinction of life under certain conditions " 

I felt myself suddenly grow tense. 

** I would have liked to see that," I said. 

" I have the cutting here in my pocket-book " 
— he felt in his breast-pocket. 
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" May I see it ? " 

We paused outside Vantines', where it was 
light as day, and after a momentary hesitation 
he gave it me. It said, that *' while appreciat- 
ing the difficulties in the way of the practical 
application of the doctrine, euthanasia seemed 
not beyond the bounds of possibility. Of 
course it would be necessary to have the 
advice and approval of men of the highest 
scientific attainment The city might be 
divided into districts, and every application 
should be considered most carefully, not merely 
by physicians, but by some eminent clergymen 
selected for the purpose. And, of course, 
there should be the consent of relatives, 
and the consent, even the request, of the 
patient himself. But where all these con- 
ditions were fulfilled, and where the prolonga- 
tion of life was simply the prolongation of 
hopeless agony, it would seem proper that 
such a patient should quietly, decently, modestly 
be allowed to end his sufferings, and that such 
a course would be a step forward in civilisation, 
and a step farther away from barbarism." 

Silently I gave it back to him, understanding 
the trouble in his suddenly oldened face much 
better than he supposed ; and then he produced 
another cutting, which I also read. It was 
headed ** Medical Murder," and ran thus — 

" French medical opinion has been strongly 
moved by a theory openly advocated by a 
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certain section of medical men in the United 
States, that in certain stages of hopeless suffering 
it is permissible to hasten the patient's death. 
The New York State Medical Association is 
stated to have given its sanction to this theory. 
By the immense majority of French medical men 
the theory is denounced as bad, both ethically 
and scientifically, since many instances could be 
quoted of recovery after the case had been pro- 
nounced hopeless. In a medical journal edited 
by Dr. Guermonfrez, French doctors record their 
protest against what they describe as * medical 
murder.' A doctor s function, they contend, is 
always to preserve life, never to shorten it." 

As he replaced both cuttings in his pocket- 
book, he said, 

" I don't believe in inflicting one's worries 
on other people, but I may as well tell you, 
Ravanel, that my mother sent me over here to 
find out if what you have just read about the 
American attitude was true. I've been to three 
doctors — Syce was one — and they say it's false 
— that no doctor made those remarks, only a 
minister — and that no one here would dare 
to entertain such an idea. They laughed in 
my face when I offered a fee of a thousand 
pounds to come over and give my father an 
overdose of what the doctor gives him daily. 
Not dare! my God!" — his voice choked — ** I'd 
dare fast enough if I knew how to release 
peacefully my dear old Dad ! " 
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" Cancer ? " I said. 

He nodded, gave me some dreadful details, 
and we walked on. Suddenly there recurred 
to me a remark of his the day before, 

" What a blessed observer you are getting, 
Ravanel, you scan every face in the street as 
if you were looking for your long-lost br-r-other. " 
And it was true, I never ceased to watch for 
those who might be in need of Tom Shippon's 
panacea, but hitherto had not seen one, while by 
my very side this boy walked, who had crossed 
the Atlantic to find a doctor who gave him a 
stone for bread. I understood now Syce's 
irritability with me that afternoon, probably he 
thought all the English were mad on one subject 
— he might find them still madder before they 
had done. 

"Look here, Halliwell," I said, "forget it 
for the moment — we will talk it over some 
other time. Now let us get back and dress, 
and dine and do a play." But long after the boy 
had bucked up, and dined, and declared that 
he could not see that the beautiful tarts were 
any different to ours in town — that they all 
smiled at the waiters while ordering the dinner, 
and were at once as eager and unwilling to 
take off their long gloves, I was thinking of 
how badly Charon's younger brother was 
wanted, how much work there was close to 
his hand, crying out to be done. 



CHAPTER V 

THE HEAVENLY HILLS 

1LEFT behind me the merry-go-round of 
the terminus, where a hundred swift cars 
converge furiously upon you at the same 
moment, a very pandemonium of traffic and 
danger, and found myself at last on Huldah's 
wonderful Brooklyn Bridge. 

For awhile I pushed forward, then looked 
back — looked back to a scene that no poet or 
painter alive could re-create, that caught the 
very breath between my lips for pure rapture, 
for "Tis distance lends enchantment to the 
view," and far away, fairy-like, ran a living, 
coruscating wall of splendour, as of a million 
fireflies caught in ebony, reaching to heaven, 
and between me and it, water and the great 
hollow of the town, whose lights did not count 
— nothing counted but that irregrular facade, 
with illuminated tower and minaret, battle- 
ments and keep, seemingly falling sheer away 
to the flowing darkness, and silence, and 
mystery of the river. 

From below shot out gondolier-like lights. 
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that added to the illusion of a fairy palace set 
on a hill ; from somewhere in the hollow, rose a 
smoke-wreath that might have been the breath 
of earth-gnomes that sought zealously to dim 
that celestial radiance; and yet this exquisite 
fantasy was furnished by those very sky- 
scrapers whose ugliness the world derided, 
Wall Street and the financial district were 
responsible for this rare splendour, that the 
very earthly hands of clerks and typists had 
kindled ; and strange it was, that right behind 
that glamour should be all the greed and 
devouring competition of the great city. In 
a few hours those giants whose heads seemed 
to touch- the stars, and whose disproportion to 
other buildings made half the irregular beauty 
of the illumination, would once more become 
mere ugly bricks and mortar ; while with 
morning, the hideous advertisements, the 
buildings, apparently flung pell-mell on each 
other in chaos in this backyard view of New 
York, would be in full evidence from the 
Bridge on which I stood. 

But as it was, I had my hour, and in spite 
of the electric cars rattling by me every few 
moments, and the carriage way on the other 
side, I felt myself entirely alone in the 
immensity of the night, the sky, die inalien- 
able atmosphere of the river. Tne Bridge 
got hold of me then, body and soul ; and often 
as I came back to it, I never left it willingly. 



52 THE FERRYMAN 

but always with lagging feet, looking back 
again and again, nor did I ever find language 
to describe it, either to myself or others, or 
feel that my soul was big enough to hold its 
grandeur ; perhaps the words " winds that blow 
through the starry ways," the most nearly ex- 
pressed my feeling. 

I tore myself away at last, and moved on, 
looking at the girdle of lights on my left 
outlining the new bridge, the red and green 
ones below it, the charm lessening with every 
step that I went forward ; for facing me was 
just the ordinary spectacle of an ordinary twin- 
bridged river, not unlike ours at Westminster, 
though unlike ours, beyond this was the 
" little suburb " containing the many beautiful 
houses, and the million or so of souls among 
whom Huldah dwelt. 

I came at last to the Avenue in which the 
Rimmons lived, and save the Plaga, with its 
double line of trees, and irregular line of 
millionaires* houses on the right, and the 
snowy knolls of Central Park rolling away 
indefinitely to the horizon on the left, I had 
seen nothing to compare with the beauty of 
this old-world thoroughfare, with its great 
trees and spacious mansions, lying well back 
from the noble road, and an air of ease and 
aristocratic quiet, very refreshing after the 
racket of New York. 

A smiling black butler showed me into a 
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room where Huldah sat, with a piece of music 
on her knee, copying it from a piece on the 
piano, and she got up and made me that little 
bow with such abundant grace that I knew so 
well. The muslin collar below the round white 
throat, the simply piled- up hair of a much 
lighter shade than her brown eyes, were just 
as usual, and she offered me her condolences 
upon every one but herself being out, with an 
unaffected misericorde that made me smile, 
unaware, as I then was, that to find her alone 
was an extraordinary event, and one upon 
which Huldah 's lovers (whose acquaintance I 
was afterwards to make) never dared to reckon. 

But even as she spoke, a picture on the wall 
suddenly drew me across the room, it con- 
sisted only of water, some piles, and a wonder- 
ful sky, and effect of light on water, but the 
meaning, the certainty of the thing gripped 
and held me fast, and somehow I knew what 
the subject was — Brooklyn Bridge. 

** Who painted that?" I said abruptly. 

*' My brother." 

" He is a genius," I said, absorbed in it, to 
the exclusion of all else. ** In a way it's more 
wonderful than what I saw just now. It is not 
a painting — it is.'* 

Huldah explained to me certain points of 
technique, her hand following the flowing 
lines, and giving me some idea of the mysteries 
visible to those who have the gift of form. 
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It was only then that for the first time I saw 
how tall she was, about five feet seven I 
supposed, though her fine slenderness gave 
the idea of far less height, and I realised how, 
by only just missing being a great beauty, she 
had gained an individuality far more valuable 
and rare. 

" My brother was only nineteen when he 
painted that," she said, then told me quietly 
that after one year of the most exquisite happi- 
ness with a girl of unusual temperament and 
charm, the young wife had died at her baby's 
birth, and he had just taken up his life, and 
gone on with it, without a murmur, only thank- 
ing God for that one splendid year of happi- 
ness, and resolved to do his very best in art, 
because she had believed in him. 

I heard her with no surprise, for I had already 
formed my opinion of American men, then 
said, 

" You paint yourself? " 

**Yes. I would like to make a sketch of 
your head some day ; " and her eyes studied my 
features as if she saw me with the inner vision 
only, and a curious certainty came to me that 
if I accepted Tom Shippon's Trust, she would 
know it. 

**They say a great portrait-painter is born 
but once in a generation," I said. *' You have 
a studio ? " 

** Just a room only, but for months " — she 
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sighed — "I have done nothing. Nearly all 
this year we have been in Europe. And what 
do you like best in America ? " 

** First, your light, bright Subway, with its 
Express cars and almost flying transit — we 
have nothing in England to touch it ; and last, 
with one or two trifles in between, your 
American gentleman." 

" When you know my father," she said softly, 
then stopped, but for the first time I saw 
enthusiasm in her eyes. 

"And you like us better at home than 
abroad ? " 

" I am not privileged to know you," I said, 
with mock regret. ** I am beginning to think 
that there is some truth in a little aperfus I 
once heard a man make about the New York 
aristocratic set. 'You divide 'em,' he said, 
* into the swells, the people who fight to see 
and copy the swells, and the wretched reporters 
who try to get near enough to the swells to 
see what the swells are doing.' " 

Huldah laughed. 

** I meet these girls out sleighing and driv- 
ing," I said, ** tiny-waisted, sleek-headed, with 
perfectly colourless skins, and their little way of 
looking at me, and beyond me — at nothing — 
tickles me, because, after all, to argue yourself 
first in creation, and the rest nowhere, implies 
stupidity — which for all their apparent bright- 
ness your girls accomplish. But I shall meet 
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some of these scornful goddesses shortly, as 
my cousin, Alice Gildersleeves, has sent to 
remind me that she lives in New York — ^a fact 
I had quite forgotten. I believe I am to lunch 
with her one day, and meet some people after." 
I glanced with interest round the room, which 
was lofty, very simple, with no sign of self- 
indulgence, of small comforts, just a grand 
piano, littered with music, and another room 
within, showing the rich binding of many books, 
and it seemed to me that plain living and high 
thinking was the motto of that home. 

'* You'll find them just as nice as can be," 
said Huldah, with mischief in her eye. 

** Yes. But even the schoolgirls here wear 
their youth differently to in England. I 
wonder if it is the habit of brushing the hair 
right above the temples that accentuates the 
intellectuality of these girls' faces .^" I said 
thoughtfully. ** I have been waited on at a 
tobacco store by a maiden whose chevelure 
towered a foot above her eyebrows, sinking 
ignominiously enough to a ribbon at the back, 
yet such was her dignity that even Halliwell 
did not dare to smile." 

** Who is that.?" 

*' A delightful boy — may I bring him to see 
you? He has erroneous ideas about women, 
that require correction, and he is returning so 
soon to England that the time is short. He 
is down on his luck just now," I added, yield- 
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ing to the impulse I always had to confide in 
Huldah. "We are companions in adversity," 
and I quoted, 

"The rain it raineth every day 
Upon the just and unjust feller, 
But mostly on the just, because 
The unjust steals the just's umbrella." 

'* Oh ! you will get yours back," she said 
quickly, ** Of course I don't know what his 
trouble is." 

" I am sure it will be safe with you," I said. 
** His father is dying of an incurable disease — 
and his mother sent him out here to try and 
find" — I paused — *'a remedy." 

'' And has he found it ? " 

** Is there one 1 " I said curiously. ** Sup- 
posing someone you loved very much were 
dying — would you let him live in agony, or 
would you, if you had the chance, put him out 
of his pain } " 

She grew very pale, so pale that I looked 
away from her. 

** You have asked me a terrible question. 
Captain Ravanel," she said at last. ** Do you 
think you have the right 'i " 

I shook my head. 

'*No more than to interfere with your 
religion, or steal the money out of your 
pocket," I said. 

** It has a personal application for me," she 
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said ''A college friend at Vasser, a girl I 
loved — " she paused, the brown eyes brimmed, 
and I was furious with myself, at the rate I 
was going I should soon be no better than any 
common vivisectionist. 

'* Good-bye, Miss Huldah, and forgive me," 
I said. But she had mastered herself by now 
and said, 

•* Come to supper on Sunday, and bring your 
fncnd ; my brother will be here, and you can 
talk pictures to your hearts* content. And 
perhaps — some day — I'll answer that question 
of yours, Captain Ravanel." 

" Good-bye," I said, and took her hand, sure 
of at least one thing now — that she had a 
heart ; hitherto I had been apt to think that 
American women had not the seeing eye, that 
they failed in sympathy, in knowledge of the 
inner tragedy of life, because they were made 
and kept so happy by their men. 

** Has Shippon anything good in his collec- 
tion.^ I am dining there to-night," I said, 
turning at the door. 

** I will tell you a secret," and by now the 
little smile that I loved had come back to the 
corners of her mouth, ** he has two false Corots 
in his picture gallery ! " 



CHAPTER VI 

YETTA 

TOM SHIPPON'S house was in exterior 
the simplest of the palaces that faced a 
certain portion of Central Park, but within, 
very much like that of other millionaires who 
have no womankind, and heavy, dark, and 
splendid, the overheated room in which we 
dined, fresh as I was from the river, made me 
feel as if I were being slowly asphyxiated. 

Too much of anything always oppressed 
me— of food or heat, or love or money; 
perhaps too much danger least of all, though 
probably even that would get on my nerves 
in time. 

The table decorations reflected the taste of 
a florist or upper servant grown indifferent, 
the long dinner was perfunctorily cooked, as 
if the chef had long ago lost heart over a 
course of simple dishes, and the service was 
intermittently bad, and unconsciously disre- 
spectful, after the manner of American servants 
when there is no experienced woman at the 
head of the table to direct them. I have 
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always preferred a crust of bread, served with 
distinction by a perfectly trained servant, to 
the stalled ox flung upon a gold dish by rude 
hands ; but the real reason of my dissatisfaction 
lay in none of these things, rather in the fact 
that when at last we rose from our places, and 
went for coffee and cigarettes to the picture 
gallery, I was quite unprepared to tell Tom 
ihippon to what decision I had come. 

The gallery must have been about eighty 
feet long by sixty wide, and was evidently lit 
from above, the ceiling consisting of quaint 
alternate lozenges of glass and carved wood, 
while the polished floor was partly covered by 
Persian carpets, and furnished from end to 
end as a living-room, the dim richness of the 
pictures on the wall making a fine background 
for the soft couches and chairs from any one 
of which Yetta might just have risen — in 
short, here were the light, and beauty, and 
homeliness, banished from the other part of 
the house altogether. 

There were books and tables, and green 
things growing — conspicuous in the centre 
rose an enormous alabaster jar or bowl, 
mounted on carved ebony, and filled with 
vividly green palms that soared to the very 
roof itself, with enormous bushes of rose and 
white azaleas arranged about its base. 

•* Her favourite flower," said Tom Shippon, 
as we neared it; ** she never could see a white 
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azalea without feeling spring in her veins — but 
'twas many a year before we could afford to 
buy one/' — and then I understood that this was 
Yetta's shrine, where her presence lingered. 

He showed me the pictures, though long 
before we had got through, I thought I had 
discovered the two guilty Corots, which, by the 
irony of such matters, or rather the eternal 
truth of the fable of the Prodigal Son, were 
dearer to his heart than any of the incontest- 
able works of genius he possessed. 

But when we had drunk our coffee, and I 
had examined some of the really beautiful 
curios in the room, Tom Shippon drew a 
curtain aside from a kind of recess, and touch- 
ing an electric button, threw a soft flood of 
radiance on the most lightsome thing I had 
as yet seen in the house. 

"Yetta," he said simply, and somehow, as 
he said it, I seemed to hear, as I had once 
heard another man say, **all I ever loved 
lies in. yonder coffin," — for all Tom Shippon 's 
possessions were just the value of the girl 
whose portrait that frame held, painted close 
on thirty years ago. 

It was an honest, human little face, with 
love and a warm heart in it, and I should 
say a great capacity for enjoyment, for her 
eyes looked eagerly out, seeming to meet 
those of Tom Shippon, who smiled at her as 
I had never seen him do at any living person. 
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•*She bargained for it that she was to be 
painted in her everyday cotton gown," he 
said, " though I was a rich man then, only I 
stuck out it should he pink, and she obliged" 

I nodded. The artist had been a great 
one, and the simple frock and the woman were 

Eerfectly suited to each other, making one 
omely, winsome personality. 

*• How old was she ? " I said. 

** Twenty-five. She was thirty the day she 
died — just two years ill. In the earlier stages 
of Yetta's illness, the morphia they gave her 
made the pain bearable for the most part, but 
I said to the doctor one day, ' When that fails 
to relieve her, what will you do ? ' 

** ' Double the dose,' he said. 

** * And when that fails also ? ' 

" 'Try a new one.' 

" ' And when that fails ? ' 

*' He shrugged his shoulders. And that 
time came all too quickly, when she begged 
and prayed for the one dose more that would 
have freed her. He turned a deaf ear, and I, 
wretched coward that I was, did not take it on 
myself to give it her. 

'* * Can't you do anything for me, Tom ? ' 
she would say, and I would hold on to the 
foot of her bed, and nearly go mad to see her 
endure what I would have given my whole 
fortune to save her " 

For a moment the drooping moustache 
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quivered, the hawk's eyes dimmed, then he 
drew the curtain with a firm hand, and we 
moved away from the little merry face, the 
womanly figure, that in all that vast house 
alone struck the note of home. 

" I was a poor miner when I married her," 
he said, ''and she came with me everywhere — 
and we roughed it, and were happy as birds 
in May. When we got rich, and I had to be 
more away from her, she fretted — and wished 
we were poor again — I sometimes think that 
was the beginning of it — of her illness. So 
long as she could help me, do any little thing 
for me, she was happy — we didn't put women 
on a pedestal in those days, if I'd tried it with 
Yetta, she would just have reached down, and 
pulled me up to her." 

" But I am beginning to think it is a fine 
attitude," I said thoughtfully, and anxious to put 
off the evil hour to which Tom Shippon's mani- 
fest restlessness, and twitching nerves, pointed. 
** Now, take the money question. You Ameri- 
cans like to make money, it is true — but this 
eagerness is in a great measure due to your 
sense of responsibility towards your women, 
and your determination that these women shall 
have a good time, and no anxiety whatever — it 
is for this you try to cut each other out in 
business. A man does not argue as to whether 
his wife is worthy of all the money and chivalry 
and homage he pours out on her — she is just 
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there to receive it, he to give, and no other 
attitude suggests itself as even possible to his 
mind." 

He nodded carelessly, and as if what I said 
were trite and valueless, too self-evident to 
need contradiction. 

" You give this money to your wives," I said, 
''to spend as they please; in England, men 
make money mainly to spend it on women for 
their own gratification — on wives, or otherwise, 
who please them — a very different thing 
altogether." 

Tom Shippon nodded again, but like a man 
listening against his will. 

" The American is supremely indifferent to 
what he eats and drinks," I said, " what sort of 
chair he sits in, whether he is hot or cold ; his 
one idea is — how can I fulfil my obligations to 
those whose happiness and success, or non- 
success, depends on my exertions ? Now there 
is with each man of us, more or less, the under- 
current of thought — how can we satisfy the 
animal within us ? " i 

" That's true," said Tom Shippon. " It s your 
sitting-around habits in England that will end by 
ruining you — your love of ease and luxury — it's 
because your young men won't give up their 
bachelor comforts that marriage is becoming a 
lost art in your country. With scathing irony, 
more than two thousand years ago, Socrates 
pictured a State such as England is becoming, of 
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citizens * feasting, and drinking wine, and wear- 
ing garlands, dwelling together in unity, and 
having a care that their families do not exceed 
their means, for they will dread poverty and 
war,' and in a momentous phrase his interlocutor 
summed up the argument of our reformers of 
to-day : * This is a city of pigs that you are 
sketching, and it is swine's fare that you are 
setting before your citizens.' In a word, it is a 
State in which materialism rules supreme, and in 
which there are no ideals, national or religious." 

** Anyway," I retorted, "you suck much of 
your prosperity" — I had almost said, insolent 
prosperity — " from the Old Country. An 
English painter sells a picture to a man in New 
York for a hundred pounds — and has to pay 
twenty-five pounds to get it into this country ! 
Yet you load us up with your pictures for 
nothing." 

"We don't — we send them to Paris," said 
Tom Shippon, imperturbably. "You had 
better advise Saul Rimmon to do the same — 
he will find it uphill work in London. You 
are fortunate to be received into that remarkable 
family," he went on, giving me a shrewd glance 
— "in the sense, I mean, that they do not 
entertain general society, or go into it — thus 
preserving their originality — they have their 
little circle of habitues, but are really quite 
independent of the outside world. I told you 
on board ship that by coming over here you 
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would correct some prejudices formed in your 
mind against our American women — and find 
them in their homes every whit as good wives 
and mothers as your best in England. Look 
at Mrs. Rimmon — there's a fine type for you — 
and Arnold Rimmon is a high-souled gentleman, 
Captain Ravanel, who has repeatedly held 
public office, but never once soiled his hands — 
which is more than most of us can say,'* he 
added, sighing, " so that he is, comparatively, a 
poor man." 

" What do you call poor ? " I said, and 
frowned, for to me there was a certain vulgarity, 
with a touch of Uriah Heap, in the way he and 
his compatriots computed poverty and riches, 
yet the hour had gone by when I should have 
said, "Scratch an American, and you find a 
vulgarian." 

** Well, I reckon they have all they want, and 
he has given his children fine educations, and 
the house he lives in is his own, and he makes 
a big income as a lawyer " 

"What more do you want, man.-^" I said 
abruptly, and the wonderful gallery in which 
we sat, even that towering vivid sheaf of green 
yonder, seemed spoiled, gilt over by his useless 
millions. 

" If we have enough in England to live on 
without worry, and help a friend at a pinch, we 
are content," I said. " Money as money, appeals 
only to a sensual, debased class that gets nothing 
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out of it worth having, or that a man is not far 
better without." 

" So money's no good to you, sir — Captain 
Ravanel," he faltered, " and you have decided 
not to take up the Trust ? " 

"It can never be a question of money," 
I said. "If I undertook it — and had the 
courage " — involuntarily I shuddered — "to 
make a beginning, it would be entirely my own 
affair — a silent service rendered by me in the 
cause of humanity ; the cost, if there should be 
any, paid by me alone." 

He drew a deep breath, and his eye 
brightened, though I had spoken harshly, for 
something suddenly revolted in me against the 
wealth of this man, by which he wanted to 
bribe me to do his work. 

" Look here, Captain," he said, " for years 
you ve taken wages to kill men, haven't you } " 

" Yes — but openly — not secretly, and in cold 
blood." 

"You have the nerve, the courage, to stand 
up and try your level best to kill strong, able- 
bodied men, who have to be vetted absolutely 
sound, even to their teeth, before the authorities 
pass them as good enough to be made food for 
powder ? " 

" But that's warfare," I said ; and thought of 
how through my field-glasses, when I was 
working a machine-gun, I had seen two Boers 
club one of our men as he lay wounded on the 
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ground, and how I had turned my gun on, and 
killed them both. 

" Yet they've got weapons to fight with," he 
said significantly; "but we haven't the pluck 
to give the coup de grdce to the wounded, help- 
less thing that lies in our path. Surely Shake- 
speare's profoundly human words apply here — 

'''Oh, let him pass! He hates him much 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer.* 

But when you refuse my money you forget 
that one half of my gospel is to help — not to 
kill." 

I started — it was true — and Hubert's eager 
face as he spoke of the delights of philanthropy 
on a vast scale rose before me. 

"Yes, I had forgotten," I said. "But you 
want a born organiser for that kind of work, 
and a man with a business faculty that I don't 
possess." 

" When you get back to England," he said, 
" and see the real want everywhere, — and it will 
get worse, not better, — you may change your 
mind. Captain Ravanel, and perhaps will let 
me pay a million or so in to your account." 

I laughed. 

" What would my bankers say } " and I got 
up to go. 

It was late, and an odd sense of disappoint- 
ment, of failure, reflected perhaps from Tom 
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Shippon's face, seized me — we parted almost 
in silence, and I passed out, and onwards, into 
the Great White Way of pleasure, where the 
midnight crowd divides itself into groups and 
cliques, but, like other crowds, never gets 
mixed, and every man knows precisely where 
to go to find any other man he wants to see 
just as, if he has acquaintances, and is vouched 
for, he can find life in almost any form he looks 
for it. So I easily enough discovered Halli- 
well ; but we were both out of sorts, and soon 
quitted Sleepless-land for bed. 



CHAPTER VII 

ALICE GILDERSLEEVES 

T PERSUADED HalHwell to wait for 
1 Wednesday's boat, instead of going by 
Saturday's of that week, as he had intended, 
and meanwhile tried to distract him from his 
thoughts by every means in my power, and, by 
constant movement, partly succeeded. 

I had always liked the boy, but now it 
seemed to me, that behind the mischief of those 
candid blue eyes was something simple, and 
even fine, to make him at this inclement season 
of the year start off unquestioningly on a fooFs 
errand, simply because his mother had accepted 
a mere newspaper cutting as assured fact, when 
one word to her doctor would have exposed its 
fallacy, and saved both herself and son a bitter 
disillusion. 

A man at the club gave us an order to visit 
the Stock Exchange, and we leaned over the 
gallery to see a great number of jaded, hatless 
men strolling about, littering the floor with bits 
of paper till it looked as if a snowstorm had 
blown through it ; but to Halliweirs regret it 
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was not one of those sultry mornings when a 
member is obligingly made ready for his bath 
without having to lift a finger, and though now 
and then a group concentrated and shrieked, 
the greatest animation present seemed to be 
centred in the telephone boys, who moved 
rapidly about in their slate-blue liveries, plainly 
thinking themselves of more importance than 
the men who directed them. 

The Wheat and Cotton pits were far livelier, 
(the former a much handsomer building than 
the Stock Exchange), while the latter, with 
three steps up, three down, then a circular 
rail, against which men leaned, shouting prices, 
and literally hurling their eager bodies after 
their raucous voices at those opposite, en- 
couraged H alii well in the hope of one of those 
personal conflicts that frequently came off, but, 
to his grief, not on that particular occasion. 

**Good Lord!" he said, '*this is the way 
we wash our hands — I mean, provide for our 
women — sounds like the Zoo at feeding time ; " 
and we beat a retreat at last, more than ever 
struck with the contrast between the elegant 
leisure of the American woman, and the active, 
predatory habits of the providing male. Yet 
these strident-voiced men could carry into their 
relations with women an ideality that you 
might look for in vain from soft-spoken male 
despots of other countries. 

H alii well felt it his duty to try and extract 
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some wickedness out of the "Bowery," that 
name synonymous with reckless vice to un- 
informed foreigners, and we prowled vainly up 
and down a sad and shabby thoroughfare, that 
looked as if it had never had the heart to be 
mad and glad, and where the only exciting 
prospect, as he feelingly expressed it, was of 
a cinder dropping into your mouth from the 
elevated railway that tore and rattled overhead. 

" It has neither the country charm of when 
it was a lane, running along the farms or 
Boweries, or the excitement of those stirring 
times, when the 'boys' terrorised the police, 
and established their right to be regularly 
dead-headed into the theatres of the vicinity, 
the sheer menace of their faces being good for 
the entrance fee," I quoted oracularly, after 
reference to a little guide-book I had bought ; 
" also it is no longer a happy * stamping ground ' 
(that's a distinctly good expression, Halliwell) 
for bullies and their kind." 

" I wish it were," said Halliwell, who 
yearned for adventure. And then I carried him 
off to lunch with Alice Gildersleeves, the 
English cousin who had twice over married 
an American, with the first of whom she had 
lived in Italy, and with the second made her 
home in New York. 

Her nationality made itself felt the moment 
we crossed her doorstep, and she came running 
to meet me with both hands outstretched, the 



ALICE GILDERSLEEVES 73 

blue eyes, the brown hair, and English 
complexion giving me a delightful reminder 
of home, and cold air, and all sorts of things 
I missed horribly here ; but I had not been 
with her five minutes when I discovered her 
to be more American than the Americans, and 
at luncheon teased her on the subserviency of 
the men to the women in that country. 

She gave me a fascinating little grin, and re- 
torted, ** They like to be tyrannised over ! " — 
and stuck out her pointed chin in a way that 
suggested it was as well for Gildersleeves that 
he took pride in his servitude. But I could see 
that she made him exquisitely at ease — had 
nice little housewifely, womanly ways, so dear 
to the heart of man ; and looking round me, 
i realised that his house was the only one 
fulfilling my English ideas of comfort that I 
had yet entered in America. The perfectly 
cooked and served meal, the dull wood of the 
round table at which we sat, the delicate lace 
squares under our plates, the long, narrow- 
necked, silver-stoppered decanters of red and 
white wine, the silver dishes piled with fruit, 
the wonderful grace of the tall silver jug in 
the centre, filled with vivid rose carnations, 
and the background of the gold matting of the 
walls, with its Venetian ware, made an interior 
that would be hard to beat, and might give 
points even to some of our hostesses at 
home. 
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"The men are down town all day, Paul," 
she said, **but when they come home in the 
evening they expect to find everything exactly 
right, and not to be worried in any way, but 
only to be amused, and we amuse them. 
Nathaniel is coming in this afternoon for just 
half an hour in your honour." 

" I am glad of that Somehow I always 
think of the husbands here as dumb waiters, 
laden with good things — for other people ! " 

Alice Gildersleeves smiled, not troubling to 
reply — it had already dawned on me that the 
American spoiled, happy woman has no use 
for humour — I suppose the attitude of being 
eternally worshipped is not favourable to its 
development. 

I glanced at Halliwell, who was talking 
eagerly to a pretty girl who made the fourth 
of the party, a girl who looked you in the face, 
spoke without the slightest accent, and was 
precisely of the breeding and type that Hubert 
and I were in the habit of meeting at home ; 
and yet as I looked first at her, then at my 
cousin, I could not fancy Huldah in that 
sybaritish setting — clearly there were women 
and women in New York, and I should go 
away without having half differentiated them. 

** Are you as fond of horses as ever, Paul, 
and have you any here?" Alice inquired 
presently. 

** I had intended to hire some, but no man 
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who loves his beasts, could take them into that 
pandemonium of trolley-cars that honeycombs 
New York ! " 

She nodded. 

**We all get used to doing without them," 
she said ; ** even hansoms are not to be thought 
of, for though this house is our own, we are 
very, very poor, Paul, for New York ! " 

This annoyed me — as Tom Shippon had done. 

**Over here," I said, " you reckon riches by 
millions, and poverty by thousands ! " 

"It costs so much to live in the simplest 
way," she said (and her way of living was not 
simple), **we have barely enough for the 
decencies, much less the indecencies of life — 
and wages are so enormously high, also every- 
thing that one wears is double and treble what 
it would be in England. How rich Fitz warren 
is," she added, a little enviously, then asked 
some questions about his flying visit, spoke 
very sympathetically about my deafness — which 
she had of course noticed — and wound up by 
remarking that out of the hundred or so of 
women coming to tea that afternoon (I groaned) 
I might see one that I liked, and with her 
money and my own, settle down very comfort- 
ably at home. 

** The nicest American girl I have seen, lives 
at Brooklyn," I said drily. 

Alice bent her brows in a slightly worried 
way — as if her geography, sudden tested, were 
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not equal to the strain on it, then she said 
vaguely, as she laid down her cigarette, 

" I've heard of the place, but never been 
there ! " 

" Tm sorry for you," I said tartly, "for New 
York at night, from that Bridge, is worth 
coming the whole width of the world to see ! " 

" Take me one day," she said, with a little 
coaxing air ; but in the event she went alone, 
thus ensuring news to me, later, of persons who 
seemed to have forgotten me. 

Just then Nathaniel Gildersleeves came in, 
tall, grey-haired, with beautiful grey-blue eyes, 
and altogether one of the most sympathetic, 
delightful personalities I had ever known — 
nevertheless I could observe him only in one atti- 
tude, that of the devout lover towards his wife. 
When she spoke, he listened ; when she looked 
at him, he was happy. Once he timidly put out 
a hand, and rested it on her shoulder — but I 
never saw one overt look, or word of affection, 
from her to him ; never saw her relax for one 
moment her almost arrogant bearing, as if she 
had ruled the whole world off her own bat, 
long before Cleopatra did so through Antony. 

Yet the man was happy, incontestably, 
absurdly happy, — as I had never seen any 
pampered, over-considered English husband yet. 

Was there, after all, something in it — in this 
drastic bringing up of men to their own, and 
their wives' happiness } For not the inferior. 
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but the very best type of man, seemed to walk 
gladly and proudly in marital chains. And 
strangely enough, when Nathaniel had gone 
"down town," and I was left alone for a few 
minutes in the library, save for the babbling 
H alii well and the girl in a corner, on taking up 
a periodical from a table near, I opened it on 
a grand eulogy on the position of American 
women by an American clergyman, an odd 
contrast to our English press on women. 

"Another great element" (he said) "that 
enters into the student life of the American 
University, is the idealisation of women. It 
is the influence of women that makes in many 
ways the American youth the reverent and 
respectful man that he is. In the social life of 
America, womanhood equals manhood. The 
woman stands everywhere as a peer to the 
man. in honour, in dignity, in influence. Nor 
could you possibly understand our American 
life, or realise the influences that elevate men 
to higher things, unless you could see how 
everywhere the idealisation of women, the 
respect of women, the belief in the equal 
authority and dignity of womanhood, helps to 
lead men to higher planes of living." 

The rest of the afternoon was spent in shak- 
ing hands with women of all ages, — very 
charming, very well-bred, quite happy in each 
other's society, as no room full of English- 
women could be, for the only other man present, 
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beside Halliwell and myself, was an elderly 

jrson, who told me that his wife always pinned 
lis orders for the day on to his pincushion, and 
she had told him to come to Alice Gildersleeves' 
that day ! 

I took away with me a pleasant memory of 
a gay French salon, of pretty faces, and con- 
versation brighter than I heard at home, 
because all these women were so thoroughly 
at their ease, fearing nothing, resting always 
against that invisible rampart made by the 
strong arms of their men, and evidently 
H alii weirs thoughts marched with mine, for 
presently he burst out, 

** Say, Ravanel, if our girls at home made 
us sit up as the girls do here, what a jolly 
sight more decent members of society we'd 
make — and a deal happier! I don't believe 
ril ever let one make herself cheap to me 
again ! You know the sort of man you see of 
late mornings in a hansom, at home — sleek, 
well-groomed, a cigar between his teeth, look- 
ing at, and past women, with the indifference 
of the fed animal, making a system of vice, 
keeping just within the limits of the law ? IVe 
never once seen that type here ; they'd have 
a short, sharp way with his kind — they'd shoot 
it at sight" 

** And a good job too," I growled. 



CHAPTER VIII 

THE RIMMONS 

THE room, as Halliwell and I entered, 
seemed full of black coats and voices, in 
the midst of which sat Huldah, while a tiny 
child, just able to walk alone, came with rash 
haste towards us, little arms outstretched, and 
an eager cry of ** Pap-^di \ " but after an anxious 
upward gaze in both our faces, she turned away 
with a forlorn little sob that went to my heart, 
since I knew her history. 

"Anna Lisa!" cried Huldah softly, and 
caught her up. 

I started as she named the child, for I had 
called Huldah ** Mona Lisa " to myself so often ; 
it was that little wise smile of hers, I suppose, 
and Saul evidently had the picture on his mind 
also when he chose his little daughter's name. 

When the greetings and introductions were 
over, and we had all settled down, the ease and 
naturalness with which the group composed 
itself, convinced me that this evening was like 
many other evenings, and that with the whole 
family of father and mother, brothers and 
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sister in evidence, Huldah's lovers were forced 
to do their courting en plein air, without the 
slightest assistance from the girl herself, who 
with Anna Lisa on her lap looked the finest 
incarnation of ** maiden meditation, fancy free," 
conceivable. 

Everyone, young and old, seemed to be 
talking at once, expressing himself vigorously 
in the way that suited him best, and I began 
to understand what that saying, ** This is a free 
country," means, that everyone is free to express 
his opinion without bitterness, or loss of temper, 
and no one will quarrel with him over it, while 
with it all, is a wonderful broad-mindedness, 
and a total absence of that touchiness which 
makes us English often such difficult people to 
deal with. 

The younger of Huldah's lovers, briefly in- 
troduced as ** Cham," was quite young, very tall, 
with such a face and profile as a great man 
might have owned in youth, and I saw in him 
the potentialities of great things, rather than 
the brilliant career he had already made ; but 
the other man, resolute, compact, very blue 
about the upper lip, was a more dangerous 
person altogether, and watching him closely, I 
thought that by his sleepless pertinacity he 
might in the end win whatever he wanted — 
except Huldah. 

I wondered how many evenings they had 
spent here, waiting — Cham looking at her, I 
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thought, as at some chromo lithograph 
Madonna and Child, while Jem's eyes set her 
as a saint in her shrine, and Huldah, in a calmly 
investigating spirit, made herself acquainted 
with their characters and dispositions. 1 1 struck 
me then, that if I had been making any long 
stay in the country, she might have provoked 
me also to a similar attitude, so salutary to the 
impatient male. Yet I knew that even if I 
called there every day, my visits would not 
compromise, or create false impressions in the 
family ; ray presumption could not go so far, I 
should ^merely be allowed to sit around, and 
worghip with the rest 

In some inner way she directed, even con- 
trolled, the thoughts of those about her, and I 
did not believe that either of these men would 
dare to say ** I love you " till she gave the 
sign. And yet, something seemed wanting 
to me in this chivalrous, silent love so universal 
in the country — involuntarily I listened for the 
outcry of passion that never came, watched 
for the heart-flame that in eye or touch should 
kindle feeling — one might almost fancy that 
with future generations the long-repressed 
ardour of the men would finally be burnt out, 
and the coldness of the women result in a total 
incapacity for giving, or receiving, love. 

But as if to answer ray heresy, I caught 
Jem's burning glance, and suddenly little Anna 
Lisa rolled on Huldah's knee, and precipitated 
6 
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herself into the passage ; another moment, and 
the room was full of light, of space, of a 
personality that would have been able to carry 
one out of the darkest prison to the wind on 
the hilltop, the glory of the dawn, and I under- 
stood now the tremendous creative force of 
Saul Rimmon's pictures, because into them he 
put the whole of himself. 

Something of the Hermes he looked in his 
splendid vitality, with his fair, close-cropped 
head, as he stood with the babe on his shoulder 
that represented the tragedy of his young life. 
One saw at once that he had the temperament 
that makes the elect of the earth, and, what 
was more uncommon, a moral courage and 
self-control that made me ashamed to think of 
what I, and many other men, would have done 
under the crushing blow that had befallen him. 

I did not wonder now that Huldah, with 
such a father, such brothers, was difficult to 
please in men ; and though I saw much Spartan 
indifferences to bodily ease while in America, 
I never met such complete contempt of comfort, 
of soft living, as in this family, where, when I 
came to know it better, one and all seemed 
to march steadily onward to a fixed goal of 
achievement, at which even the youngest were 
fast arriving. 

The household seemed to me typical of the 
progressive life of America, of the realisation 
that life is a march forward, not a looking 
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back, that even the recollection of one's mis- 
takes could not palsy you if you were moving 
on — your next stage unknown to those behind 
you, possibly even to yourself. 

It was in the Rimmons' very unconsciousness 
of being anything extraordinary that their 
uncommonness consisted ; if they had once 
realised it, they would have become ordinary. 
That handsome boy opposite, who at college 
had taken every honour it was possible to take ; 
that brilliant-eyed younger sister, with the long 
taper fingers peculiar to the whole family, who 
was already a heaven-born violin player, never 
looked for praise — they did things because 
they must, and **we never expected them to 
turn out differently," was the only remark I 
ever heard Mrs. Rimmon make on the subject 
of her family. 

At supper the clamour of talk rose up to 
heaven. So far as I could see, the fern in the 
centre of the table got most of the remarks, 
and even Saul, turbulent, and boiling over with 
ideas, could not get a hearing; while Arnold 
Rimmon looked humorously on, playing, as I 
came to know afterwards, the double part of 
father and peacemaker in a large family ; and 
at the other end of the table, Mrs. Rimmon 
radiantly dispensed excellent food, that every- 
one ate with a supreme air of unconcern, so 
long as the appetite was satisfied that was 
enough — especially for Huldah. 



84 THE FERRYMAN 

Halliwell was enjoying himself amazingly, and 
Cham, on Huldah's other side, made a teasing 
third ; but I certainly was not prepared for the 
neat little surprise she gave us when we went 
upstairs, reappearing, after a very brief absence, 
bundled up warmly, and announcing that she 
was going to a concert — with Jem ! 

I understood then the silent composure of 
that gentleman through the fanfaronnade at 
supper, from which he had somehow been 
excluded ; and when she departed, waving a 
comprehensive good-bye to us all, and makmg 
no individual farewell, HalliwelFs dropped jaw, 
Cham's meditative air, as of one used to sur- 

f)rises, made me ask myself did the fault with us 
ie in the man's mind, not the English girl's, that 
under similar circumstances the latter would 
be a mixture of half shame, half effrontery? 
Huldah's manner had been so admirable, 
assuming that she could go anywhere, with any 
man, and never be held cheap ; our idea of 
womanhood, as a creature of caprice, to be 
humoured, petted, and deceived, argued a base- 
ness in ourselves that the American attitude 
suddenly brought into startling relief. 

When Mrs.Rimmon and the youngsters had 
gone to bed, we drew in our chairs, fit up, and 
talked — thrashing many things out that night — 
while Saul from time to time walked to and 
fro, according to George Sands' advice, giving 
a hundred ideas to one word, not a hundred 
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words to one idea ; and even when Huldah had 
let herself in quietly and gone upstairs, we 
still talked on, for I found Arnold Rimmon one 
of the most brilliant, many-sided men I had 
ever met. 

It came up inevitably, that subject of the 
difference of the position of women in America 
and other countries, and he attributed it un- 
hesitatingly to the greater demand made by 
women in the States on the purity of the lives 
of the men, — that purity which, insensibly grown 
into as a habit, and continued as a pleasure, 
gives the American gentleman a self-respect, 
and delicacy of attitude, an exquisite considera- 
tion towards women, that make enormously for 
the elevation of both. 

" Remember," said Arnold Rimmon, ** that 
in a new and growing countrv like ours, 
the importance of the health of the mother is 
enormous ; she is indeed the most valuable 
person in the State, as entirely upon her 
depends th^physiqtie of the race, and it is our 
bounden duty to make her happy, keep her 
free from care and worry, that she may dis- 
charge her great function under the most 
favourable conditions for the health and strength 
of her offspring. It is the oldest and the 
noblest profession in the world for women," he 
added sadly, " and the one that has been the 
least studied, as by many it is the most con- 
temned — though the fall in the birth rate is 
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invariably accompanied by the growth of 
'defective health, defective morals, and a 
defective character/ " 

" I see your point," I said presently, ** that in 
making a woman happy, even if the man him- 
self be not entirely happy, he has done more 
to better the human race than if he snatched 
a brief happiness at the price of her lifelong 
misery." 

" But your American women are not as 
good to your men as with us," put in 
Halliwell unexpectedly. **An Englishwoman 
jumps up and kisses her husband when he 
comes in tired from business— but here it's the 
man who kisses his wife — and gets a cold 
cheek at that ! " 

I saw the flush on Arnold Rimmon's face ; 
at that moment the clock struck one, and soon 
we were out in the street, fighting for places on 
the trolley-cars. 

** What's the matter, Ravanel.^" inquired 
Halliwell curiously, when presently I burst into 
a fit of laughter, and I could not tell him that 
it was the vision of myself as one of those 
bodies, content to sit around till Eternity, 
watching Huldah, that tickled me. 

I was not fitted for marriage, women don't 
make allowance for the fierce, untrammelled 
ego in a man — ho*w in fierce revolt often he 
throws off the very hand he loves best, because 
it has touched him at an inopportune moment. 



CHAPTER IX 
SAUL 

HALLIWELL sailed next day, and after- 
wards, till the time of my own departure, 
I seemed to be engulfed, swept up in the 
vortex of the Rimmon personality, and to 
spend all my time with them — either in the 
Avenue or SauFs studio; once Huldah and I 
visited Vasser, but Saul accounted for most 
of my time. I would sit for hours, watching 
him paint, and listening to the tempestuous 
giant as he strode to and fro in intervals of 
work, flooding all he uttered with the glory 
of genius, making me realise the truth of 
Carlyle's ** Every day that is born into the 
world comes like a burst of music, and rings 
itself all the day through ; and thou shalt make 
of it a dance, a dirge, or a life march as thou 
wilt" 

Saul was making of his a stirring life-march, 
this mere boy, who with all the tides of his 
young manhood racing at their swiftest in the 
joy of having found his affinity, beautiful alike 
in body, in mind, and temperament, suddenly 
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bereft of her, had the strength to throw himself 
strenuously into work, disciplining himself to 
even higher efforts through pain. 

As I looked at his studio, at the solitary 
room beside it where he slept, thought of the 
insurgent hours with which he must struggle 
here alone, of the tremendous force of right 
that had made him face his sorrow as he did, 
I bowed my head to this American gentleman, 
reckoning him a finer man than any we could 
show at nome. 

There must be something in the hard 
training, the chastity, in time becoming second 
nature, persisted in as a moral victory (not 
regarded with derision and contempt as in 
England), to produce such a man as this, who 
never murmured, only felt that what had 
happened to him was right — that he had no 
right to ask too much happiness, only turned 
that one perfect year into an experience that 
deepened and widened indefinitely his manhood 
and his art. 

Once only he spoke of her to me — brought 
out her photographs, one of which, taken in 
infancy, was the exact image of Anna Lisa, 
as she appeared now, at a year old. It seemed 
that the life of her mother had paid for SauVs 
wife, as her own was to do for Anna Lisa — a 
strange and sad coincidence surely, of a piece 
with the swiftness of the lovers' meeting, of 
their happiness, and its extinction. 
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**She taught me to live from day to day," 
he said; ** every day a new day — always 
marching on — that none of us have any right 
to think we are to have everything our own 
way. When she was dying, and the time was 
short, I said to her, * It won't be long now.' 
* It will be all right,' she said, 'don't worry, 
it will be all right ; ' she never thought of the 
child — only of me — and though she wouldn't 
admit it, she knew. Then all at once she 
wavered, clung to me — spoke indistinctly of 
the ferry,— and died." 

For a moment the fair head was bowed and 
rested on his knees, a deep sob shook him — 
only one, then he rose, put the portrait away ; 
and when I spoke of Anna Lisa, he thanked 
God for her, said she had been the saving 
of him, and immediately went back to his 
painting. 

In all his pictures, and they were many, and 
all entirely different, was the same suggestion 
of boundless immensity, of freedom ; whether 
in the tremendous impetus of a blue ocean- 
wave, or, as in the one he was then painting, 
a mere climbing pathway with trees on either 
side, yet where the path dipped out of sight, 
you felt that the world ended, went sheer over 
into space, with only the blue vault of heaven 
for company. 

**Anna Lisa will paint," I said one day, as 
I watched him ; ** she has the most extraordinary 
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delicacy of touch, to watch her hands is like 
studying another person's face — she is the most 
fascinating little mortal I ever beheld." 

"Anna Lisa will have temperament," he 
said, — **and she will be a miserable woman," 
he added. 

'*Why.?" 

** Because she cannot hope to find her other 
half, as I found mine in her mother. It does 
not happen once in ten thousand marriages." 

I frowned. 

** Cannot one be happy without tempera- 
ment ? " I said, and thought of my cousin Jess 
who had so much too much for happiness. 

** You can," he said briefly ; **but it's like a 
world without colour, and not my idea of life." 

**A man is as he is born," I said; **some 
with such force for good and evil, that they 
flash through life like meteors — illuminating 
the track for others, but ending themselves in 
destruction — I'm not sure that 1 wouldn't prefer 
to be one of the illuminated." 

He looked at me gloomily, but he was too 
sane and strong, both in himself and his work, 
to be easily disturbed, and his brow cleared as 
his brush moved swiftly over the canvas. 

** Sometimes,'* he said, ** I wish that my 
sister were the latter — I am not sure that her 
gift makes for happiness," and he stepped back 
to look intently at his work. ** It takes a 
woman all her time, and brains, and strength, to 
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rear her family, and keep the home as it should 
be kept, and over here we realise what a 
woman can do, and what she cannot. Huldah 
might do worse than take Jem." 

** She will never marry Jem," I said quietly. 

He looked at me quickly ; it was entirely 
against the grain of the male American to 
suppose it a matter of the smallest consequence 
who admired his womankind, as the right of 
selection lay altogether with the women, and, 
save in cases of barter, it is as a rule wisely 
exercised. 

** She is going to be a great portrait-painter," 
I said calmly. ** She got the very soul of me 
at the first sitting, and she is going on with the 
outside of me this afternoon." 

He nodded, but without enthusiasm ; and it 
struck me that a man's incapacity for under- 
standing his sister is almost as complete as his 
intuitive comprehension of his mother, and I 
began to understand why Huldah and Saul 
flashed out at each other so often, were always 
sparring, great as the love between them was. 
And this because, though the same flame was 
at the heart of each, he did not want her 
to become a worker, however famous ; and I 
remembered that American women decline all 
influence in public affairs, hardly throw up the 
average of achievement in art and literature 
that does the so-called oppressed womanhood 
in England. 
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Presently Saul threw down his palette, and 
exclaimed, ** Lunch time," for he never break- 
fasted, but painted fasting (perhaps this had 
something to do with his clarity of vision), 
and we went off together to the cheery artists' 
club to which he belonged, where all the men 
were almost as keen and enthusiastic, if not as 
famous as himself, for already he was recognised 
as one of America's foremost younger painters, 
and his pictures had gone into the French 
Salon, and been bought for some of the best 
collections in the world. 

To these men every meal was a feast, so 
much good-fellowship was there, and such 
zest of life ; and of all the professions, it seemed 
to me that the artist's was the richest in 
camaraderie, in the joy of life, and sheer love 
of work for work's sake. 

** No man is born into the world whose work 
is not born with him," says Lowell, and 
Emerson declares that he cannot get out of 
the world without doing it. **The only path 
of escape known in all the worlds of God," he 
writes, **is performance. You must do your 
work before you shall be released." 

I knew that Huldah, for one, meant to do hers. 

It was half-past two when I reached her 
studio — or rather the room in which she 
painted, in a house close to her own, and 
found her standing thoughtfully before the 
picture on her easel. The sun poured through 
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both windows, the heat of the room after the 
crisp, dry air of the streets half suffocated me, 
probably I looked ill at ease, as I took my 
station in the usual place, and she looked inquir- 
ingly at me as she mixed her colours, then 
smiled, closed the register, and began work. 
And lo! as I looked at Huldah, my fatigue 
and ill-humour left me — suddenly she caught her 
breath, a very fever of haste seeming to seize 
her ; presently she discarded the brushes, and 
painted with her long, slender fingers — the 
picture springing into life under those swift, 
unerring touches — she seemed unconscious of 
me, of everything but the part of me that she 
caught and conveyed by those sensitive finger- 
tips, and so rapidly did she work, so insistent 
was the demand I made on her, that it was 
only when the light began gradually to fail 
that she stopped suddenly, sighed deeply, and 
looked at me like a woman suddenly roused 
out of a dream. 

And there on the canvas was a man I had 
never seen before, that no one else had ever 
seen, the very inner soul of me, something fine 
that no eyes but Huldah's had ever found in 
me yet, and almost in a whisper, of the pale 
girl who stood with dilated eyes, staring as at 
some strange thing, I asked, 

'*Am I like that?" 

**You are better looking than that, really," 
she said slowly ; then suddenly lost interest in 
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her work, turned sharply away from it, and 
looked down at her hands, as if they did not 
belong to her. 

" I never did that before," she said. 

But I could have told her why — because, as 
I looked at her, some influence had poured 
from her into my soul, because the woman 
who could paint me with that face had the 
power to make me as she saw me then. 

" I am in such a hurry," — passing a hand 
across her brow, — ** you see the time is so short, 
this is only the second sitting — but I think I can 
finish it from memory, if you can't sit again." 

" Finish it in England," I said, as she 
rubbed her fingers clean with turpentine. 

She shook ner head, then pinned on her 
hat with that total lack of interest in what she 
wore that I had always remarked in her, yet 
she was always dainty and fresh, and by sheer 
accident occasionally wore something that suited 
her to perfection. 

" I am going to work from now onwards," 
she said ; " I have played too long. If I am 
satisfied with your portrait, Saul shall bring 
it to you, when he takes some of his own over 
next spring. 

'*If I could only feel like that," I said, 
looking intently at my picture that spoke— tv^n 
seemed to cry out to the gazer, speaking nobler 
language than Iny lips had ever done. 

" You will grow to be like it — in time," she 
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said, with that wonderful, wise little smile of 
hers, — "if you try," she added as an after- 
thought. 

"It is very crude, very unfinished," she 
added, " there is a great deal to do to it yet — 
the hair is not bright enough," she glanced at 
mine. " I wish you had shaved clean before 
you sat to me," she said suddenly ; " those 
humorous corners of your mouth are quite lost, 
and that short, close-cropped moustache gives 
a something hard, almost brutal — " she spoke 
so softly, as if to herself, that I hardly caught 
the words, then she threw a cloth over the 
canvas, and began to draw on her gloves ; 
but on our way to the door I pulled up short 
at sight of a bold, half-finished sketch — Jem. 

Here, too, she had given the inner meaning 
of the man's character — out of his dark, strong, 
even stubborn face burned deep eyes with some- 
thing subdued, suffering; she sighed as she 
looked at him, and as if too tired to hide her 
thoughts, spoke them aloud. It struck me then 
that the girlish oval of her face, with its rather 
curious fulness just below the eyes, was thinner 
than it had been a fortnight ago. 

"Our men are such splendid fellows," she 
said, "I hate to see them Met down,' as they 
so often are ; and the finer the men, the more 
unfortunate they seem to be in their love- 
affairs." 

She moved the canvas to one side, and 
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revealed Cham behind it, young, beautiful as 
a Greek god, with that curious look, half 
critical, half eager, and wholly interested, with 
which he always regarded Huldah, as if he 
longed, yet feared, to try and grasp and keep 
her. 

" If I were a girl," I said, ** I could not 
resist Cham, — he has a great career before 
him, or I am much mistaken." 

" But Jem is the finer man," she said, with 
a note of brooding tenderness in her voice that 
told plainly how, valuing him deeply as a 
comrade and friend, she hated to hurt him as 
a lover. 

We went out soberly, and walked almost in 
silence the short distance to the house, and up 
the steps ; and then the door opened, and we 
were plunged at once into that terrible hot air, 
and all the business of the Christmas tree to be 
lit in Anna Lisa's honour on the morrow. 

The tree stood bare to the library ceiling, 
the table was covered with shining glass balls, 
and sweets, and pop-corn ; it was on this table 
that Huldah immediately fell, barely snatching 
time to throw off her hat and jacket. 

The room hummed with life, as usual ; 
no one was to be found unoccupied, doors 
were wide open, discomfort rampant, draughts 
alternating with hot blasts. Jack was roaring 
in a corner over Porthos, eating the contents 
of the little grocer's shop ; Eileen was softly 
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practising a difficult passage on her violin ; 
Mrs. Rimmon reading a pile of cuttings about 
SauFs pictures, and pretending to mind Anna 
Lisa, who made a dash for me on my entry, 
with that unwavering love for a black coat 
which I had noted in her from the very first, 
and that was so fully gratified as to be turning 
her into an incipient ** proud quean " already. 

I sat down with her little soft, reddish head 
against my shoulder, to watch Huldah's sure 
fingers threading the pink and white irregular 
bits of sugared grain as quickly as they had 
worked just now at my portrait, and I 
wondered if natural ability covered every- 
thing, from some splendid creative effort to a 
deft, housewifely action, as it seemed to do in 
this family ? 

Jack, who was a younger edition in appear- 
ance of his handsome father, tore himself from 
the beloved Porthos at last, and came over to 
the table, raiding the sweets, and complaining 
that with girls in the house there ought to be 
lots more candy about. 

*'Jem has sent roses," announced Eileen in 
her shrill young voice, ^*and Huldah has made 
such a fuss of them as never was." (Here 
again was shown the prescience of the 
American lover — seeing no flowers in the 
house, I had always supposed Huldah scorned 
them.) " Huldah was always saying she could 
not get anyone to marry her, but she thought 
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perhaps Jem might/' continued this enfant 
terrible^ who, like all the rest of them, said 
whatever was in her mind, and it spoke much 
for the sweetness of Huldah's character, that 
she did not reprove the child. 

When I asked Jack why he had not gone up 
town to amuse himself that day, Mrs. Rimmon, 
who had begun to tie white and pink sugar- 
baskets to the Christmas tree, remarked that 
though she often heard people talk about giving 
their sons a good time, she did not hold with it, 
hers never had one. She believed in their work- 
ing hard when young, and enjoying themselves 
later — ^and certainly such drastic training had in 
this instance been attended by the best results ; 
or was it that the happy mingling of tempera- 
ments and characters in the strong, womanly, 
level-headed mother, and the thoroughbred, 
brilliant, many-sided father had been ex- 
traordinarily favourable to the brain develop- 
ment of these remarkable sons and daughters ? 
It was their supreme unconsciousness of any 
superiority over others that was the very sign 
and hall-mark of their intellectual greatness, 
and proud of it as their parents must have 
been, they never outwardly gloried in it. 
Huldah looked up from her pop-corn, and 
smiled as she rose with the long pink and 
white necklace in her hands, when I took the 
other end, and we began to' dress the tree. 
She seemed nearly as tall as I, as we hung our 
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rubbish carefully, as if it had been gold and 
silver. 

" You asked me something the other day," 
she said presently, when we were out of ear- 
shot of the rest, while she made fast one of the 
long pink loops, *'well, my answer is — under 
certain circumstances — yes'' 

I was so long in answering that she looked 
at me, thinking I had not heard her, yet with 
every nerve in my body I was wishing that 
she had said "No"— fearing furiously that 
what I had for nearly thirty years successfully 
escaped at home, fleeing in terror as I had 
always done, from either the giving, or re- 
ceiving of love, had overtaken me that very 
afternoon, when on her finger-tips she had 
carried the very inmost meaning of my soul, 
proving that between us was an affinity as strong, 
probably, as had existed between Saul and his 
girl-wife. 

Yet if Huldah's advice to me meant any- 
thing, it meant that I should accept Tom 
Shippon*s Trust, and put love out of my life 
for ever. Involuntarily I put my hand to my 
shoulder where Anna Lisa's head had lain, 
and a sigh broke from my lips, — was it echoed 
by Huldah ? 

Afterwards I came to think that, with her 
extraordinary gift of reading me, she knew 
then I had made my choice of destiny, was 
too innately proud to raise one finger to hold 
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me back ; and at that moment Arnold Rimmon 
came in, with his usual little jaded, high-bred 
air of intense fatigue, and when he had kissed 
his wife's cheek, and turned to Huldah with 
that passion of affection he always displayed 
towards her, as she to him, he absorbed my 
whole attention till the hour of seven struck, 
and on getting up to leave, I found that she 
had vanished. 
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CHAPTER X 

"AND WIN OR LOSE IT ALL 
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AS the Wall Street ferry-boat slipped 
insensibly from the stage, the flowing 
water each moment widening, that took us 
farther from the shore, I had a feeling that 
the great river of life had beckoned and 
claimed me ; that henceforth I should rock on 
its surface, with the stars above, and the deeps 
below, subject no longer to myself, but its 
tides and currents, for something prophetic 
told me that I was never to come into haven, 
never to anchor myself, as happier men do, to 
home, and little children, and all that the word 
implies. 

For Tom Shippon had been fighting with 
the strength of despair for my soul, had played 
on my humanity, tempted me with power, 
urged passionately on me the claims for 
happiness of the many against the few. And 
in the background I heard all the while 
Huldah's voice, preaching her own strenuous 
gospel of pushing forward at all hazards, of 
choosing the uphill, not the smooth path ; heard 
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the *^ Yes ** that seemed to set the seal on my 
own sub-conscious decision — did she guess that 
in this flowing darkness I was crossing to bid 
her a final farewell ? For as the shore receded, 
a strange obsession seized me — I seemed to 
see myself standing, not with this crowd around 
me, but with a still burden at my feet, plying 
silently for a soundless strand, returning alone 
to where no love or welcome awaited me, only 
wailing voices that cried out to me to resume 
my journey ; and so I was toiling, toiling always, 
even as my rough brother Charon, till one day, 
in my oarless boat, I too drifted away from 
that beseeching crowd to my rest. 

It was as if the city, shrouded on this 
Christmas night, mourned with me in my 
depression ; for beautiful as the river scene 
was, with the two shining bridges, their lights 
reflected as stars on the dark hollow beneath, I 
missed those heavenly hills of radiance to which 
I had so often lifted my eyes, and it was borne 
in on me that this was the last time I should 
cross that river to Huldah, that the gloom upon 
which I gazed, typified the life that was to be 
mine, now that her influence would be entirely 
removed from it 

I found the Rimmon library full, too full of 
the usual crowd (Saul alone was not present) ; 
in the background stood the decked Christmas 
tree, its tapers yet unlit, and Huldah so engaged 
in quelling Anna Lisa's restless excitement that 
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she seemed to have no eyes or thought for 
anyone else. And as time passed, and she 
gave me no look or word she might not have 
done to her other wooers, no sign that this 
evening was different from any other I had spent 
there, a sudden rage seized, and blinded me. 
I saw myself a contemptible dummy like 
Cham or Jem, content to sit here waitings 
waiting for what I should never get — and tne 
longing to thrust aside all these rag-dolls that 
came between me and Huldah, to snatch her 
by the hand, and take her away anywhere, 
out into the street even, so that we could be 
alone, almost mastered me. I did not even 
know what I wanted to say to her — this could 
not be love — all my life I had not only shunned 
it, but had so great a terror of awakening love 
in others, that I grew restive, had run away 
from it like a coward, when it made insistent 
claims upon me, threatened to impinge on 
the closely hidden inner self that I guarded so 
jealously. 

The dread of parting grew fiercer with every 
moment that I sat there ; my answers became 
monosyllabic, I felt my voice, my face, harden- 
ing. I knew that I had never appeared to less 
advantage, that with her curious inner vision 
she read in the two other men's self-control, 
love of her, not themselves, condemned the 
revolt boiling in my veins as a violence done 
to both my better self and to her, saw in me 
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the English lover, masterful always, unmannerly 
when his will is crossed — a man who is good 
to a woman only so long as she stoops to please 
him. And Huldah, who in her dignity, her 
poise, her intellect, and her beauty, more 
perfectly fulfilled my idea of wife and comrade 
than any other woman I had ever known, 
would never stoop, though she would try to 
draw the man she loved up to her level — and 
I searched her eyes in vain for any sign of such 
love ; how could I expect it from so reserved 
and proud a girl after a brief three weeks' 
acquaintance? If I thought that by rudely 
shaking her pedestal, I might surprise, and 
make her fall into my arms, I was mistaken ; 
and, on the contrary, had to learn the sharpest 
lesson of my life from one of those very 
American women whom I had once despised. 

Yet with my rage mingled tears that ignoble 
rage does not know — for the first time in my 
life I had the feeling that when the moment of 
departure came, I should leave the best of 
myself behind, there in that room with Huldah ; 
that only my body would go down the steps, 
and out into the snowy nignt to meet Hubert, 
for in pain, and humiliation, and anger, had 
been born that night my love for her. 

Well — she had my portrait to look at, and if, 
to transpose the famous line, " what makes the 
beast, makes the angel," then some day, 
perhaps, she would realise that by her coldness, 
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she had at this turning-point of my destiny left 
the beast to go on growing, and the angel, that 
she alone had discovered in me, and which by 
all the laws of discovery belonged to her, to 
perish for want of encouragement. The shrill 
voices, the pert interruptions of the youngsters 
in their elders' talk, got on my nerves, became 
unbearable ; I felt that I was not responsible for 
what I might say or do, and pleading Hubert's 
arrival that evening, and the early departure of 
the boat next morning, as my excuse, rose 
abruptly to take farewell. 

Huldah rose instantly, taking no part in the 
chorus of regret that I could not remain for the 
Christmas tree. She wore my favourite gown 
— a soft, shiny white affair with red spots on it, 
and touches of lace and black velvet; the 
deathly pallor of her small face, the long, 
beautiful lines of her figure, the fair brown hair 
swept above her browner eyes, stamped them- 
selves on my memory for ever, as taking her 
hand, I said '* Good-bye." 

Her lips moved, but no sound came, the lids 
were down over her eyes, hiding all secrets ; the 
hand that had painted my portrait, and so made 
me intensely interesting to myself, lay icy cold 
and passive in mine — not a nerve, not a fibre 
answering to the question of my close, lingering 
clasp. 

As I turned away, the child in her arms 
laughed, and held up her mouth to be kissed — 
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long afterwards I remembered that kiss — ^and 
how near my lips were to Huldah's cheek — the 
little, delicate, flushed face, the blue eyes, and 
delightful baby personality that had struck a 
perfect note of poetry in that house. 

My nerves were fully under control now — it 
was hard to believe that just now I had longed 
to beat, and chase away, that handsome, critical 
boy, who, by every law of natural selection, 
should have been Huldah's mate, that quiet, 
blue-mouthed man whose eyes burned as they 
rested on her ; soon I had taken leave of them 
all, and the kind host and hostess who had made 
their house a home to me in a strange country. 

But at the outer door I paused, looking 
back, and listening intently — had she spoken, 
had she uttered one little word to call me back, 
I must have heard it, through all the cheery 
ones that wished me bon voyage — I say I must 
have heard, and gone back — but none came, 
she alone of them all remained behind in 
the library, sent after me no friendly God- 
speed. 

And even as all the tapers were out in the 
fairy palace yonder, so, as I left Brooklyn 
farther behind, I knew that Huldah had 
kindled, only to extinguish, a light in my soul ; 
that this crossing of the Bridge was symbolic 
of the complete severance of all that my life 
had been, from all that it now had to be. 

And yet — and yet — that mortal pallor, those 
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hidden eyes — the icy hand from which the 
blood has been driven to the heart. . . . 

Suddenly a man stepped out on me from 
behind a buttress of the Bridge, and peered in 
my face. 

"Thank God!" said Tom Shippon, and 
drew in a deep breath. '* I've been waiting 
here for you two hours — the only thing on 
earth, or in heaven, I feared was Huldah 
Rimmon.'* 



CHAPTER XI 

"WHOM CHRISTIANS WORSHIP 
YET NOT COMPREHEND " 

TWO savage eyes turned on me as I 
entered, eyes that said, " You too — come 
to gloat over my agony,"— out of touch was 
General H alii well with God and man, but 
before my grave, questioning gaze, his sank, 
and soon we were conversing quietly together 
about his son, who had gone back to India 
just before my return. 

But even as we were talking, a fierce con- 
vulsion seized and tore him, as a terrier shakes 
a rat, though when I asked if I should call 
help, or apply a remedy, he told me, between 
gasps, that morphia and all known drugs had 
ceased to take any effect on him now, though 
they had been increased to the utmost limit, 
and he must endure what he was enduring, 
conscious and open-eyed, to the end. 

He told me presently that all his life he 
had despised opiates ; how, when he was forced 
to take them, he loathed the after effects, the 
horror, the madness, the despair — better to 
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die sanCy he used to think ; and then had come 
the struggle, the daily fight to do without 
morphia — after all, what was it but a doctor's 
half-hearted sop to death — not food for life ? 

"It should be either death or life," he said, 
*'not a half life — an artificial life. Where 
do you find it in Nature? It is abhorrent to 
God — unnatural — yet it is the halfway house 
at which doctors stop, though the most humane 
of them long to pass the boundary, to give the 
one dose more that means death." 

He looked irritably at me as I picked up 
the satin quilt that had slipped ofif his knees 
in his struggles, but some instinct making me 
throw it over his feet, instead of drawing it 
up to his chin as I had intended, his brow 
relaxed. 

«<Yes — rU come in a moment with your 
beef-tea,' " he mimicked in a woman's voice ; 
''so patronising, so pleased with herself, and 
all the while the caged spirit within feels 
murderous, its nerves a-quiver, because it has 
no volition of its own — all the nomadic instincts, 
the vagrant impulses that we partly satisfy 
with swift movement, raging, shrieking in us 
for outlet. Think of men less fortunate than I 
— of the coarse hands controlling the fiery 
spirit— of the born wanderer prisoned in rot- 
ting flesh when he pants for freedom — till he 
loathes even the touch of what he once loved, 
feels his nerves crisping . under it, and when 
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he flashes out in agony, he is called ungrateful 
_brutal '* 

I nodded — ^he was only putting into words 
what I had seen others rebelliously, if silently, 
suffer. 

**'Let me tuck you up warm,*" mimicked 
the voice ; " * keep still, try to rest.' O God ! 
they tell us to shut our eyes — to shut ourselves 
into hell — ^and then they jJance complacently 
away to some little duty that it would be 
heaven to us to be free to perform — and we 
turn our eyes to the wall, asking only to be 
let alone. It is the same instinct that makes 
the brute world creep away to die, rather than 
invoke aid of its companions — live on in use- 
lessness and pain.'' 

There was something terrible in the sight 
of this distinguished soldier, who had served 
his country in every part of the world, in the 
course of a life crowded with stirring action, 
lying there with cursing in his heart, and 
blasphemy on his lips, turning even against the 
wife he had adored, probably even committing 
the worst crime of all — upbraiding the parents 
who gave him life. 

*' If a man had the power, and wanted to 
release us poor devils," he said, "we should be 
hard to find — those who love, or pretend to 
love, hide us so close lest we should escape. 
* Be brave ! * they say, and think of their own 
happiness, not ours — safeguard us against the 
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mercy of death — lock and doubly lock the 
harsh key of life on us — they gloat over and 
feed our agony, giving us strength with which 
to suffer. Take the Tate Pope's last illness — 
that gentle falling to pieces of a very old and 
holy man, who, let alone, would have passed 
into a sweet and dreamless slumber ; what lack 
of dignity, what a prostitution of death was 
there, when they tried to force life back into 
the worn-out veins, to galvanize the crumbling 
dust into life, persecuted him with all the ignoble 
details of food, when all he asked was to be 
let die in peace ! " 

** Whenever we get away from Nature, we 
go wrong," I said ; and now that a freemasonry 
of thought was established between us, he 
spoke more gently, as one soothed by com- 
prehension where he had expected none. 

** No doubt I am a coward," he said. " * To 
endure, with closed lips unconscious of bravery ' 
should be my pride — but I have always thought, 
and I hold still, that a man afflicted with a 
loathsome, incurable, and lingering disease, is 
morally justified in cutting short the last stages 
of the malady by a self-inflicted death ; and 
that he does finely and well, when, taking no 
last farewell of what he loves, dumbly and 
courageously he applies the remedy he has 
provided, and covering his face, passes silently 
to everlasting sleep. But I am a soldier — and 
to kill myself is breach of discipline. My 
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wife " — he paused — '* she is a good woman — *' 
I knew that he was ignorant of the futile quest 
on which she had sent Halliwell to New York, 
and my heart warmed to the silent, devoted 
woman. 

Perhaps he read my thoughts, for he said — 

" I suppose you don't realise how sick people 
often do a selfish or cruel thing — hating to do 
it, seeing it — yet go on doing it, because Nature 
and pain are too strong for them ? " 

For a while we were silent, then he reverted 
to the thought most in his mind, as it was in 
mine. 

" I've got a nurse — ^a brave little mortal — I 
believe she would give me my coup de grdce if 
she dared. But the doctor watches her as a 
cat does a mouse; and if she obeyed Humanity's 
promptings, she would be ruined — never called 
in to a case again. Captain Ravanel, had I 
the chance, I would shut my eyes to let those 
beyond the reach of cure escape — I would help 
them as Napoleon did, who, when told by his 
surgeons after a great battle that there were 
not enough surgical appliances to go round, 
asked if they had enough drugs to kill them all 
— and so they found peace." 

** So would I," I said laconically, and he 
started, and looked my very soul through. 

"There's something wrong somewhere," he 
said, " that with all the discoveries and simpli- 
fications of our age, we have not accomplished 
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the greatest of all — the removal of pain and 
disease from our midst" 

"The remedy is with us," I said, "but man 
is too timid to apply it. The God behind 
evolution meant it — but we evolve away from, 
not towards, Him in these matters." 

"But it's bound to come," said General 
Halliwell ; " the elimination of the criminal, the 
imbecile, and the physically unfit — Fm not sure 
that the moral lepers should not be included in 
the category. I disagree with Huxley, in whose 
dictionary * blame * had no place, and who saw 
man as an automaton, controlled by/ the awe- 
some and irresistible majesty of Fate, as a 
creature tortured by illusions of responsibility, 
who acted as he musty and not as he willed.'* 

" I hate to think of myself as an automaton," 
I said, "and hold that it is better to do a thing, 
knowing it is wrong — than to do a wrong thing, 
not knowing it to be so. In the former case 
we are merely perverse — in the latter hopelessly 
degenerate. The sooner we realise that God 
is not outside, but within, us — the godship in us 
developed or kept back by our own acts — the 
better." 

" I don't know," he said thoughtfully, he 
seemed a different man from the one who had 
looked curses at me as I entered ; "a properly 
balanced, healthy man does not, as a rule, want 
to do wrong, he follows nature perhaps, but that 
is no harm in moderation ; the man born with 
8 
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vicious tendencies — bequeathed by degenerate 
ancestors — lapses again and again, because the 
strongest part of him is an inherited bad 
tendency — and you may as well deny the force 
of heredity as that of the influence of the moon 
on the tides. Who was it said that ' If able to 
control our feelings, it is generally because those 
feelings are feeble, and not because we are 
strong * ? " 

Involuntarily I thought of Huldah, whether 
her coldness at parting was due to a similar 
reason. 

"Many a man," said General Halliwell, *'a 
degenerate, whom heredity fore-doomed before 
he ever drew breath, throws himself into vile 
pleasures, doing violence to the better part of 
nim — when if you would only let him, he would 
die gratefully and happily — yet we teach him 
that to die is a sin — to live in vice a virtue ; 
luckily for the world, he sometimes has the 
courage to remove himself from it — a duty that 
should be strictly the business of the State. 
Haven't you seen it, Captain Ravanel, that look 
in haunted eyes, as of secret flagellation into vice 
— that glimmer of a soul mourning in the gutter 
for a lost happiness, which the nobler side of 
the man's nature demands, and his past denies?" 

**Yes, I have seen it," I said slowly, and 
thought of Mornington s often sombre eyes. 

" To such men, the reply of Maxim Gorki to 
the question, * Why are men alive ? ' cannot be. 
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'They live for the better man.' We set a 
fancy value on life," went on General HalHwell, 
somewhat irrelevantly, " yet death is as beauti- 
ful — more so, if properly understood, than life. 
We have poets and to spare, to sing the song 
of life, why does not someone arise to extol 
the mystery, the promise^ of Death ? We call 
ourselves Christians — yet with every breath of 
which we fear the extinction, we deny Him — 
our very mourning is an insult to the freed 
spirit that has passed through the dark vestibule 
of life to a happier existence beyond — as we out- 
wardly profess to believe, but in our hearts deny.'* 

''I do not," I said. "Everything shouts, 
thunders it, ' I will rise again.' Romanes' 
confession is significant. 

- ' For as much as I am far from being able 
to agree with those who affirm that the twilight 
doctrine of the. '* new faith " is a desirable 
substitute for the waning splendour of *' the old," 
I am not ashamed to confess that with this 
virtual. negation of God, the universe to me has 
lost its loveliness ; and although from henceforth 
the precept to **work while it is day" will 
doubtless but gaili an intensified force from the 
terribly intensified meaning of the words that 
"the night cometh when no man can work," 
yet when at times I think, as think I must, of 
the appalling contrast between the hallowed 
glory of that creed which once was mine, and 
me lonely mystery of existence as now I find 
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it — at such times I shall ever feel it impossible 
to avoid the sharpest pang of which my nature 
is susceptible.' " 

** But in that long night they sleep — with- 
out drugs," said General Halliwell, who now lay 
like a man at ease. ** Captain Ravanel, if you 
want to know the beauty, the blessedness, the 
golden promise of Sleep, go through the city at 
night — look at its fair architecture, sky, river — 
silent world — ^how lovely ! and when you see the 
streets empty of the strenuous throng whose 
waking hours are one long struggle with almost 
impossible conditions of life, you will be glad 
that their weary feet will not tread these streets 
for ever, that to one and all the long, long sleep 
must come at last. Nature herself; with finger 
on lip, says to her chosen children when guiding 
them to her secret fastnesses, * Now that all 
the rest are asleep and happy, I will show you 
what life is ' — and makes us sleep like the rest." 

For a moment his eyes saw what mine did 
not — then, glancing round the handsome room, 
at the screen behind which lurked the grim 
paraphernalia that attends a fatal disease, his 
nostrils contracted disgustfuUy at the faint 
smell of carbolic, and he exclaimed, 

*'A11 this — pah! And for those wise old 
men of Ceos, when they found themselves no 
longer of service to the State, and a burden to 
their children, the gay rally at a last banquet, 
when, wine-cup in hand, chaplets of roses on their 
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heads, they ate and drank to their next merry 
meeting with those they loved — then, warmed 
and satisfied, conscious of a noble duty nobly 
performed, swallowed the potion that translated 
them instantly to a long and peaceful slumber." 

** Those splendid exits are over," I said. 
My voice was harsh and monotonous, my heart 
beat suffocatingly, I was obliged to wait before 
going on speaking, before what I had come 
here to say was said. 

*' But there are other ways." I spoke deliber- 
ately, and looked him full in the eyes. 

It came at once, that answering flash which 
I was to know so well in the future, that leap of 
the caged soul towards liberty, as, half mad with 
excitement, he seized my arm in his frail hand, 
and shook it violently. 

*'My God!" he cried, '* you will do it?" 

"Your will is made? — your affairs are in 
order?" I said. 

"Yes — yes — in perfect order" — the words 
tripped each other up. " When ? " 

"I make this condition," I said, "that you 
do not tell your wife, or any human being, 
what I am going to do." 

" I swear," and he raised his hand solemnly. 

"To-morrow, then. You will send your 
nurse out for the late afternoon and evening, 
you will make an excuse, when I come, to be 
alone — and you will arrange to be alone for a 
full hour after I have left." 
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He nodded, all heaven in his eyes, as all hell 
had spoken from them when I entered just now. 

** Much pain ? " He spoke indifferently, as of a 
commodity in which he had done much traffic. 

" None." 

"Any traces?" 

I shook my head. 

" A tiny needle-mark," I said ; and I told him 
the process, at which he nodded, satisfied, then 
asked me a question or two, and since it is 
safe to tell tales in dying ears, I gave him an 
outline of Tom Shippon's plan. 

" Then this is the first time ? " he said. 

I felt myself whiten to the lips, and shivered 
slightly. 

" That is so," I said, and beyond the man's 
transfigured face saw Huldah's, as I had 
never seen it before, sad and warning, and 
beyond it that of my beautiful mother . . . but 
Hubert's was not there, only his words came 
back to me confirming my resolution. 

*' My wife," he said ; and faltered ; *' though 
latterly I have been the bane of her life — ^she 
will miss me." 

"Nothing will give her greater happiness 
than to know you are released," I said. "At 
six to-morrow, then," and came away, leaving 
him sitting straight up, and glancing about his 
torture chamber with eager eyes, like a prisoner 
who sees his dungeon walls roll back, and him- 
self made free of the air of heaven. 



CHAPTER XII 

"HE GIVETH HIS BELOVED- 
SLEEP " 

A NURSE in uniform rose from her chair 
as I passed through the outer room, and 
I scrutinised her closely, remembering what 
General Halliwell had said. She had a resolute 
chin, and kind eyes, and to my relief she was 
more of a nurse, and less of a lady, than is usual 
in young women of her occupation. 

" Mrs. Halliwell asked me to tell you that 
she was obliged to go out," she said, ''but 
hoped to be in before you left. She particularly 
wished to see you." 

I sat down, and we fell into conversation 
about General Halliwell, whose case she said 
was particularly bad and hopeless, yet who 
might linger on for months, each day more 
terrible than the last. 

I have always been a believer in suggestion, 
hypnotism, what you will, in the power of 
impressing our own mood on those about us, 
and shy as at first she was of discussing what 
burned in a greater degree in my mind, and a 
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lesser one in hers, before long we found 
ourselves exchanging views on euthanasia, 

* ' I have gone far down to the roots of this 
subject, and discussed it no end,'' she said. *^ 1 
hold that it is no crime to end suffering, for 
which there is no cure, only a daily death, 
often as I have seen it, isolated from civilisation 
and friends. The duly qualified man says, * It 
would place undue power for evil in people's 
hands'; my argument is, that if evil were 
needed or desired — allowing — or allowance — 
would not make it necessary. The evil would 
be managed su6 rosa. But once I met a poor 
outcast Chinaman who had the moral courage 
to give relief — if it will not bore you — and you 
will not tell doctor " 

I shook my head. It has often struck me 
that nurses know more of actual suffering than 
surgeons do themselves, for the latter only see 
it occasionally, the former always. 

''Perhaps you know Australia.^" she said; 
'* in case you do not, both at Sydney and Bris- 
bane there are lazarettes, both hospitals being far 
from the capitals, and overlooking the glorious 
ocean, where the poor lepers live their life 
amongst themselves, dragging out their exist- 
ence. Any suspects were brought for examina- 
tion to our hospital, and detained for the 
steamer to take them to their last home. One 
of our laundrymen was taken ill, and our rule 
was to place them in a tent, unless it was 
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enteric, when they were taken to a general 
ward. I visited Ah Fat (he was quite a new 
hand, having landed only two months previous, 
but his brother, Sum Fat, had been with us for 
years, a steady, civil old rogue), and found 
him very ill. I asked him if he had been 
taking drugs — his brother, who spoke English 
enough to be understood, said no. I was going 
to give him a wash-up, when Sum Fat asked 
to be allowed to do it for him. In such cases 
we used our discretion ; I was very glad to be 
exempt, and left Sum Fat to fix things right. 

" The next day I was off duty, so the doctor 
allowed the brother still to look after his 
relative, who we thought was suffering from 
influenza, which was then in its zenith of fame. 
The day following I found the tent empty, so 
asked where he was. Sum Fat was at his 
work — so I said * Where is Ah Fat ? ' * I n his 
tent, better, Nursey,' said the brother. *No, 
no, he is not' Then there was a hue-and-cry. 
Sum Fat declaring he left him there, — but it 
turned out that he was a leper, and his brother 
hid him three months, when the police found 
him in a disused shepherd's hut a mile from 
the hospital. When found, he was a most 
loathsome sight, and I begged the assistant 
medical, who was doing superintendent duty, 
to let him have opium. *Yes, a small pill.' 
Well, I gave him the small pill, but while 
waiting for the ambulance to remove him, his 
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brother sat with him, and, anyhow, he must 
have given him some more, for we heard he 
died going down the river. They dismissed 
the brother from our hospital, and I felt 
genuinely sorry for the poor fellow who had 
the pluck to do what the doctor refused," 

**The Orientals are wiser than we are," I 
said, ''and do not attach the same absurd 
importance to life," 

" I have seen so many cases," she said 
thoughtfully, ** where instead of morphia, and 
the last long sleep, the doctor has injected 
strychnine. But I will give you one that has 
an exactly opposite ending to the one I have 
told you. I was superintendent nurse in a 
Queensland hospital, and during the flood 
season I was on duty one morning when I 
was called to the surgery to admit a case. A 
mounted trooper was removing something from 
his horse's back, a something looking hardly 
human, but after two hours' hard work at 
cleansing, 'he* (for it proved to be a once 
splendid bit of manhood over six feet, that now 
was a disgusting, revolting wreck) was got to 
bed, and I went to the trooper for information 
respecting the case. 

"He told me he had notice given him that 
a native camp was in flood, and in danger of 
drowning; he went with assistance, and after 
placing the native element in safety, found this 
man under some sacks, suffering from a half 
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dozen complaints, pneumonia being the most 
dangerous of his ailments, but what with hard 
drinking at vile concoctions called beer, and 
worse spirit called whisky, with no pretensions 
really of either, just a poisoned fiery drink, 
besides his immoral jaunts to the native camps, 
and from malaria, you can imagine the issue. 

" I asked the trooper if the man were known, 
and he told me he was sorry to say that he 
knew him as a remittance man, in receipt of 
a goodly sum from his people in the * Old Land,' 
and that he was, strictly speaking, a derelict, 
never did a day's work since he landed. Well, 
for days he was delirious, with a temperature 
of one hundred and four, and one evening about 
seven I was sent for by the ward nurse to say he 
was sinking fast. When I got to his bedside, he 
seemed conscious, and asked me if he was 
* pegging out.' * You are very ill,' I said ; * can 
I do anything for you — write to anyone — have 
you any friends here at all ? ' ' Where is Here ? ' 
he said. I told him in the general hospital, 
and he had been with us for five days. 

" * I have no friends, nurse,' he said ; * I 
want to go under.' I asked the doctor to 
give him a dose of morphia, but he injected 
strychnine — and the dying man rallied, and with 
much pain and weaknq3S he stayed with us for 
two months, first one ailment detaining him, 
then another. I often asked him why with 
his money he did not keep square. 'Nurse, 
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I will try, I am so tired of everything — pain 
and pleasure, I am very grateful, but I am 
no good to anyone, and very bad to myself.' 
Result was, our medical superintendent pro- 
cured for him a clerkship in a dry store, 
then his quarterly allowance came, and it 
was all to go over again. He was dismissed 
his employment after four trials, and for five 
months we were without any news of him ; but 
one evening after duty one of our * Chinamen ' 
(we had a staff of Chinese in our laundry) told 
me he wanted me to call at a certain house 
in Alice Street. * Why ? ' I asked. * To show 
you something particular, Nursey Emily.' I 
asked our head wardsman to go with me, which 
he did — I soon found that the shop was only 
a blind, that I had come to an opium den. 
I shall never forget the sight — never; but 
amongst the victims of the drug I found our 
remittance man, suffering with a sharp attack 
of malaria. 

** I went and interested the 'city missionary' 
on his behalf, who again had him brought to 
our hospital — but the opium had been his 
master. The old wretch of a Chinaman told 
me he had lived in that hovel for two months, 
never leaving once ; he was penniless when 
brought in, having been robbed and drugged. 
He lived for five weeks after, his only craving 
being opium. Now my argument was, then 
and now, why have put life in him — for himself 
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to take later on ? Towards the end I felt even 
as he, poor man, felt that he was brave, I was 
the coward — that all was not well when one 
had to see him linger and die hard, so hard — 
instead of 'dying well,' which was the meaning 
of the word 'euthanasia' given me when I 
was a *pro* by an Irish doctor. It cannot 
be the plea of humanity, for if you saw sights 
I have seen, why, the humane act would be, 
'All lights out.'" 

She withdrew as at that moment Mrs. 
Halliwell entered, tall and slight, with a 
thin, sweet face, and eyes that in their blue 
candidness reminded me of her son's. 

"Thank you for coming. Captain Ravanel," 
— her voice broke. " Isn't it inhuman that no 
doctor will help my husband ? " 

" Forgive me," I said, ** I am already late 
for an appointment, I will come to-morrow " — 
and brutally escaped. 

As I stood with the little instrument in my 
hand, did I shrink, feel my heart fail me, know- 
ing that up to that moment nothing actually 
divided me from Huldah, that I was free to 
go to her, but that this, this was the end ? 

Tom Shippon, and my promise to him, were 
very far away then, but this other man before 
me, whom I had promised, who was even now 
stretching himself in the attitude of one who 
anticipates a long and exquisite slumber, whose 
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eyes looking sheer into those of Death himself, 
reflected back that beauty, that tenderness . . . 
I drew a deep breath, went over, and locked 
the door. 

• ••••• 

At nine o'clock the same night, I received 
an urgent message from Mrs. H alii well, asking 
if I could go round at once, as her husband 
had died suddenly, and she much wished to 
see me. 

Instead of the butler, it was Nurse Grace 
who opened the door to me in Hill Street, and 
murmured in my ear, " Thank God ! " 

** I left him asleep," I said laconically ; and 
we turned into the dining-room, and she told 
me what there was to tell. 

"Dr. Slains is puzzled," she said, "and 
angry ; he says the General ought to have lived 
another six months. I hate him ! " flashed out 
Nurse Grace. " Every petty, mean instinct, 
and medical prejudice in the man was up in 
arms against the escape of that tortured soul — 
he would have fought death inch by inch to 
the end, not because he bore our poor General 
any personal grudge, but because his mission 
of prolonging human life, and, incidentally, 
human agony, had somewhat failed. He 
said the General did not die from an over- 
dose of morphia," continued Nurse Grace, 
" or he might have suspected Mrs. Halliwell ; 
and after a careful examination of the body. 
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he most unwillingly gave the certificate as 
heart-failure." 

Nurse Grace's eyes and mine met. If she 
had found the tiny needle-mark under the rib 
that the doctor had evidently overlooked, she 
made no sign, and I am inclined to think she 
did not find it. 

" Take me to him/' I said ; and she did so, 
and left me there. 

All the ugly paraphernalia of sickness had 
been removed, the shaded lamp showed a fresh 
room, a peaceful form, lying with hands clasped 
lightly on its breast, and betwixt them, one 
fragrant, full white rose ... it seemed to 
me that the closed eyes looked a benediction 
upon me . . . that the closed lips blessed . . . 

I was about to step forward, when the door 
opened back on me, and Mrs. Halliwell came 
in, stepping quickly to the side of the lover of 
her youth, who, with all the unfamiliar hate 
and blasphemy of the last twelve months 
smoothed out of his handsome face, met her 
with the smile on his lips that she used to 
know. 

"Tom . . . my dear . . .'* she said, and 
put her arms round his neck, and never heard 
me as I went away, such loving talk was she 
pouring into his ears, such rejoicing that God 
had found a way out for him, though all her 
efforts had been in vain. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

**THOU PENDULUM BETWIXT A 
SMILE AND TEAR" 

A COMMISSIONAIRE opened the door 
at the tiny Brook Street house, brought 
his heels together with a click, made me a 
military salute, and, standing at attention, 
informed me that he would ascertain if Lady 
Jessica were at home to visitors that afternoon. 

But he looked confused, and I was too well 
used to my cousin Jess's methods to be surprised 
when, as I crossed the hall, a gay voice sang 
out from the bottom of the kitchen stairs, 

"Is that you, Paul ? Come down and help 
me wash up dishes ! " 

I found her in the back kitchen (a gruesome 
chamber not unknown to me in previous 
domestic crises) up to her elbows in a greasy 
pan of water — ^and with her skirt pinned well 
out of the way, working a rag, circular fashion, 
and with immense energy, round a dirty dish. 

** Here, take it," she said, and plumped it 
dripping into my hands, at the same time 
indicating a clout near by with which to wipe 
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it. " Tm so glad youVe come — I couldn't ask 
him^' — she nodded upwards — "but does your 
nose always itch when your hands are occupied ? 
Scratch mine ! " and I did so, an expression of 
intense bliss overspreading her face as she 
closed her eyes, and fetched up a deep sigh of 
content, then, while she washed, and I wiped 
dishes, I asked what domestic revolution had 
reduced her to such drudgery — why not a char- 
lady ? I humbly suggested. 

" Paul ! " she cried reproachfully, ** don't you 
know that a gentlewoman— especially a Fitz- 
warren — can do anything — that the brain 
helps the hands ? I'm not going to be knocked 
out by a trifle like a tipsy butler, and his 
impudent wife, even if she was the loveliest 
cook I ever had, and cooked kidneys like an 
angel — they simply took the kitchenmaid, and 
Clara is away on a holiday ! " 

But I shook my head at her. 

**You prefer doing this sort of thing to 
keeping your temper — and putting up with 
disagreeables," I said. 

"Oh!" cried Jess, and lifted tragic hands 
that held rag and dish, ** my temper gets worse 
and worse ! Often I send the servants out of 
the room, and pick out a big spoon or some- 
thing that won't break, and throw it down 
hard on the floor — then feel better ! " 

" But someone must have put you out to 
make you so irritable ! " 
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** It's just pure perversity — and — reckless- 
ness ! " declared Jess ; and in truth there was 
no prudence about her — caution never bothered 
her, what she wanted to do she did straight; 
that it often turned out wrong, and caused her 
bitter sorrow, mattered nothing, it had seemed 
eminently right at the time, and she must 
follow her nature, no matter where it led. 

I had studiously not inquired for her 
husband, but suddenly she flashed out, 

" Morning^on is simply hateful — he told me 
at breakfast the bacon I had fried over the 
gas-stove was burnt — burnt I '^ her blue eyes 
looked hurt Then she suddenly burst out 
laughing, **0, Paul, that Commissionaire! 
He came down just now to tell me Holman 
Gifford was upstairs " 

**0h, he still calls, does he?" I said drily; 
and Jess tossed her head, and sighed, and said, 

" What fun we would have had if I had let 
him come down — he'll never forgive me that 
I didn't!" 

Her eyes were wicked — that was Jess's 
charm, that she was a born flirt, but wouldn't 
— yet with what a zest, what an abandon^ she 
could have thrown her cap over the mill ! 

"So I sent to say I was busy, and my 
Commissionaire said, * It do seem 'ard on 
you ! ' and went away looking quite cut up." 

** And aren't we having fun now ? " I said. 

From the moment of seeing her, my de- 
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pressed spirits had gone up at a bound, and 
I knew that I had done well to come to Jess — 
Jess with whom I could always hear 

"The heart of wildness beat 
Like a centaur's hoof on sward," 

who rushed like a teeming wind through the 
lives of those she loved, scattering seeds of 
hope, and kindness, and occasionally alarm, in 
great profusion. 

** You are an old dear," she said ; then added 
confidentially, as we wiped our hands on the 
roller towel behind the door, **but you can't 
wipe plates for nuts ! " 

Something in her frank joyousness, her 
spontaneity, her utter contrast to Huldah's 
quiet, moved me to exclaim, 

"Jess, if you had been granted real happi- 
ness, you would have been a lark ! " 

Her face quivered. One never quite knew 
with Jess if it were tears or laughter — then 
she cried out, 

" I am happy — happy — but you are not ! " 

In the dim, gas-lit place her eyes probed 
mine — ^hers that saw and held so much, and 
were so absolutely true— eyes I had dreaded 
to meet since I committed myself to a certain 
course of action, for we had been chums from 
our cradles upwards, and knew each other 
inside out (or thought we did) for good and evil. 

** Something has happened to you since you 
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went away, Paul," she said ; then, as we groped 
our way up the dark stairs, whispered over her 
shoulder, " What is she like ? " 

** It is deafness that has happened," I said 
when we reached the drawing-room. And I told 
her all about it, as I had told no one else, and 
we sat and talked things out, all, that is to say, 
but what is nearest our hearts when we talk 
with our chosen friends, thus neither the names 
of Mornington nor Huldah passed our lips. 

"But the Colonel and your brother-officers 
are right in begging you to reconsider your 
resignation," she said; **your deafness is so 
slight, I did not even notice it." 

** No," I said, ** because your voice is so 
clear, like Hubert's, that I hear every word. 
But the lower you go in the social scale, the 
more indistinctly and unintelligibly people talk." 

"Then stay with tis'' cried Jess gaily; but 
her face fell as she added, ** what will you do } 
One can't keep a thoroughbred in the stable, 
you know! And there's an unmilitary droop 
about your broad shoulders, and a far-off look 
in your eyes that I don't like ! " 

"And what about yours .•^" I said, for now 
and again, especially when she was not speaking, 
her blue eyes were intensely sad, had almost the 
seer's look in them, as if she overlooked all 
things, yet of which she was entirely unconscious, 
or she would instantly have banished it. 

" If you look at me like that, Paul," she 
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said, ** rU hit you. Sit down over there, and 
read the paper while I write some letters that 
my char-lady duties have made me neglect — 
and then you may take me out to tea." 

But as she sat at her little bureau in the 
pleasant room, just as her figure filled my eyes, 
so her fate engrossed my thoughts, and I 
wondered what would happen when she found 
Mornington out ; and he, after the manner of 
his kind, would cease to love her because he 
was found out ? 

A woman dies twice, they say, the day of 
her death, and the day that she ceases to 
please, but that hour had not struck for Jess 
yet. And though too lazy, too careless to try 
and mould this malleable creature with heart 
of fire, in his way he cared for her still, her 
unexpectedness held its charm for so fickle a 
man, and her power over other men made her 
desirable, though in another woman the one 
fact that she loved him would have ensured 
his disgust. 

Yet sometimes I thought that her eyes, so 
resolutely closed to facts that must shatter the 
false paradise in which she lived, were being 
forced open to them against her will, that the 
foul cup from which she blindly drank the 
sweetness, was subtly informing her of the 
truth, so that even while she drank, it was with 
bitterest self-contempt — and when she threw it 
from her, Holman, unceasingly watching, as he 
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had watched for ten years now, and would for 
ten more, would come in — and what would 
Jess do? 

For she was of the highly-vitalised type that 
makes history, — if a woman, it is all wrong for 
the woman, unless it find its mate ; if a man, 
it is all wrong for the women. Anyway the 
extremes of happiness and sorrow are its lot, 
and involuntarily, with that passion for useless 
remembering tnat consumes us all, again I 
thought of Huldah, with her clear, pale face, 
of the extraordinary contrast in colouring, in 
character, these two women made ; and while 
Jess would inevitably be made or marred by the 
man she married, it seemed to me that Huldah, 
unhappily mated, must remain Huldah still. 

In the darkness of Jess's locks, lurked un- 
suspected strands of red hair that justified the 
skin she seemed to have stolen from the red- 
haired type. " Red is either all good or all 
bad," they say, yet I have always found an 
inherent rightness in such of these warm- 
blooded peoples who controlled their passions 
as Jess did. 

" You won't let a man love you," I overheard 
Holman say to her once, and she flashed 
back, " No, I won't " ; probably that was why 
he persisted in doing it, but it always seemed 
to me that Mornington had given her some 
secret training that sealed her against all others, 
or some stabbing disappointment had so 
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destroyed her faith in men, that their pro- 
foundest passion could not move her from a 
wholly indifferent survey of them, and, naturally, 
when she appeared there was a lover in every 
bush. 

I always thought it such a shame that Jess 
had no children — with the glorious heart, and 
brain, and body she had, and Nature works on 
her own lines, and we lookers-on who see 
the physical affinities, the spiritual aversion 
between two persons, wonder what on earth 
can have drawn them together ? Yet mark the 
physical splendour of the issue of these unions 
— some of the most gifted, most beautiful 
people spring from these incompatibles — 
because Nature has decided that the best 
physical and mental results are to be got from 
two clashing natures of good and evil, endows 
them with such fury of life that they defy all 
ordinary laws of decay, and live to be very old, 
bright of wit, keen of sense, usually extinguished 
by some paltry accident, not because the vital 
principle in them has failed. 

Jess's one child had died at birth — there had 
been a mystery about it to which she never 
alluded, but sometimes I wondered if long ago 
there had been rudely brought to her some 
knowledge of the truth ? I knew — as men do 
know such things — that Mornington had never 
run straight, before marriage or after ; 
exceedingly clever, he had subordinated his 
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brains solely to one end, and show me a man 
who makes a cult of vice, and I will show you 
the man who is a failure in every big thing he 
attempts, nor is he available for any kind of 
good service whatsoever. 

It was unfortunate that he had no profession 
— ^had he lived in America, his life might have 
been different Some unknown bard sings, 
*' Man is immortal till his work is done," 
Henry Thoreau writes much in the same vein : 
" Nothing must be postponed ; take time 
by the forelock; now or never. You must 
live in the present. Launch yourself on any 
wave; find your eternity in each moment. 
Fools stand on their island opportunities and 
look toward another land. There is no other 
land ; there is no other life but this or the like 
of this. Where the good husbandman is, there 
is the good soil. Take any other course, and 
life will be a succession of regrets." 

I glanced round the room, so different from 
Huldah's plain one, to Alice Gildersleeves* 
with its feline luxury, to Frances' noble 
surroundings at Fitz warren, — suddenly it 
occurred to me that every woman has her 
habitat^ and not one resembles the other. 

Perhaps Jess's workbox struck me first — 
reminding me that I had never seen a needle 
in Huldah's hand ; and here were many flowers, 
and green growing things, that I had missed 
at the Rimmon house. But there were books on 
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all sorts of subjects, and lying about, as if for 
use, not ornament, also deep luxurious chairs, 
yet this perfect colour-scheme of colour, that 
stole on one like some haunting bar of sensuous 
music, what would Huldah have said to it ? 

It was the master of the house who had 
struck the note of self-indulgence and ease that 
permeated it, not Jess. The workbox and 
tough books were silent but vigorous protests 
against his habits — the recent war below-stairs 
proved her fighting instincts to be in as good 
working order as ever. The old architectural 
law, — **The arch never sleeps,'' — applies also 
to women — women like Jess — who never rest. 

** Are you looking for those red strands in 
my hair?" she said, facing round on me 
suddenly. ** Well," triumphantly, " they're 
getting less visible every day." 

•'They have gone in," I said gravely, **and 
reappear in your actions ! " 

" Oh ! " said Jess loftily, ** it is not what we 
do, but what we are that matters. For our 
acts are usually the very opposite of what we 
intended, while the poor ego, always misunder- 
stood, shrinking into silence, remains always 
unchanged within us. Paul," she added, with 
one of those amazing flights into the exact 
opposite of what she had been talking about 
that distinguished her, ** I want Hubert to 
give me some money." 

" What do you want it for ? " 
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*' My poor people. One of my imbeciles 
has just got her fourteenth baby, and though 
the father washes and dresses it, and the 
mother as well, he can't provide clothes ! " 

" Good Heavens, Jess ! " I cried hotly, " you 
encourage such wickedness ? " 

** I only try to mitigate the consequences of 
it,'' she said smartly. 

•* Then lock them up — hang them — till we 
get a legislation that makes it impossible for 
such people to marry ! " I cried. 

** By all means," said Jess, jumping up ; " to 
tell you a secret, I always lave to spend my 
money on helping the healthy, hungry people 
— they are so much more grateful than the 
idiots, and the moribunds who won't die ! " 

** Do you still go to hospitals and things?" 
I inquired. 

** Philanthropy is still my darling sin," she 
confessed, ** but I am too poor to indulge it 
properly; and when you have not enough 
money to go round, and make everyone happy, 
you become a social democrat ! " 

'* Take me with you to a hospital for incur- 
ables one day," I said. 

Jess started. 

•'Will you make Hubert give me some 
money for my soup-kitchen if I do? He'll 
never miss it ! " 

** I'll give you some myself." 

** Oh, Paul ! out of your poor little thousand 
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a year ? I couldn't, really ! Charity's a luxury 
you cafit afford ! " 

" But others can/' I said slowly, and thinking 
deeply. Why should I not associate this bright 
mortal with me in carrying out one side of 
Tom Shippon's plan, while rigorously exclud- 
ing her from its dark and dangerous one? 
Yet if I could have trusted any woman, I could, 
have trusted brave, loyal-hearted Jess — whose 
fine enthusiasm would have carried her over 
di3tinctions between right and wrong that 
colder natures would inevitably have boggled 
at. 

She struck her hands together for joy. 

" Paul," she said, ** I will show you half a 
mile of starving men waiting their turn for a 
basin of soup — and there will not be enough 
soup for one half of them — and after that, 
great chilly barns of places, outside which blue- 
lipped crowds wait, and when the gates are 
opened, as many pour in as the place will hold 
— and they lie there, just resting as long as 
they are allowed, and their scanty payment 
permits, and then it is tramp, tramp through 
the icy streets again! — O God! and this is 
life ! " 

I nodded, wondering what she would say if 
she knew of that casual million Tom Shippon 
had wanted to pay in to my account, to feed 
the starving wretches she so passionately 
desired to help. 
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"111 come. But you must take me to see 
the incurables first." 

Her face saddened. 

"Come the day after to-morrow to lunch," 
she said. " The servants will be here by then 
— I've wired for Clara." 

" You will have to put up with a lot of my 
society, Jess," I said, "for I have taken ^pied 
h terre in Jermyn Street for a year or two, 
and shall make town my head-quarters. My 
personal belongfings have already come up 
from Aldershot" 

She uttered a cry of joy, then her face 
clouded, and I knew she was thinking of 
Mornington. It was the greatest proof of our 
tried anection that, knowing how I loathed her 
husband— and she loved him— we were friends 
still. 

" I want my tea," she said suddenly. " I 
either drivel, or get murderous, if at half-past 
four there's no teapot at my elbow." 

"Go and put on your hat." 

She flew upstairs, and was back in a 
moment, in whatever she did she was the 
quickest mortal I ever knew. 

"Lessing is coming to take you out to 
dinner?" I said. 

She shook her head, and I turned aside, 
knowing that the really accomplished man of 
double life takes no risks by night — he can do 
all he pleases just as well by day — it is only 
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your tyro who attracts attention by absence 
from his house at unseasonable times, thus 
Mornington spent his days abroad, but his 
nights at home, it was all so simple and so 
easy. 

" Then you must come out with me," I said. 
But she refused. She had always made it a 
rule never to dine out alone with a man in 
town, cousin or no cousin — had put all sorts of 
innocent, simple pleasures by, as I well knew. 

**You are too remarkable looking, Paul," 
she said, •'and though everybody is too busy 
frying his own fish, to look at the size of his 
neighbour's frying-pan, who is to know you 
are my cousin ? One must avoid not only 
evil, but the appearance of it, you know ! " 

There showed Mornington and his subtle 
soiling ; I frowned. 

'* Don't scold, dear boy," she said. '* I am 
an old-fashioned woman in some things, you 
know, hypnotised and kept like a fowl with my 
beak" — she stroked her little delicate nose — 
** to a chalked line — one step outside which is 
secretly resented by every man of you worth 
having ! " 

** What a run there will be on you if you are 
ever a widow, Jess," I said. 

"And what a dance Til lead them!" she 
said, though her voice dwindled as she spoke. 

We found the Commissionaire in the hall, 
and he saw us depart with a most erroneous 






142 THE FERRYMAN 

idea of our intentions, and an air that quite 
plainly said, '' This is much nicer than washing 
up dishes ! '' 

When we had chosen our favourite tea-house, 
and Jess, glancing at the crowded room, was 
declaring how good it was for men to come 
here and drink tea, instead of whisky-and-soda 
at the club, suddenly I thought of H alii well, 
and his unsuccessful sorties for such a place in 
New York, and I told Jess of his adventures. 

She looked at me eagerly, and in one thing 
Jessica and Huldah were curiously alike, that 
though both thought much less of what they 
wore than what they did, they usually put on 
things that became them, and the beauty of 
Jess's face framed in the dark blue of her hat 
fairly startled me« 

** Wasn't General Halliwell his father?" she 
said. ''Thank God I saw the poor old boy's 
death in the paper this morning ! " 

** You knew him ? " 

"Now, Paul!" She looked at me in- 
dignantly, and offered me tea-cake. ** Doesn't 
everyone know that he was one of the greatest 
soldiers of his time, yet all his bravery, and all 
his honours, couldn't save him from a lingering 
and cruel death ? " 

**You see many such in your charitable 
work," I said, and my voice was harsh. 

She shuddered, and abruptly changed the 
conversation. For the first time it struck me 
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that it was less love of the work, than because 
the starved motherhood in her poured itself 
into unostentatious help, into the universal 
love, that had made her take up philanthropy. 

'* When do you go to Fitzwarren ?" she said. 

** On Saturday. Can't you come down with 
me for a few days' hunting ? " 

Jess considered. 

" I might," she said. ** Frances wrote only 
last week begging me to come." And then we 
fell into a discussion of the hunters in Hubert's 
stables, of those that composed my small 
racing stud, for Jess loved horses almost as 
well as I did, and rode as straight to hounds 
as Frances, which was saying a good deal. 

So we settled it — and on returning to Brook 
Street found that Clara had arrived. It was in 
greater comfort, if in circumstances less agree- 
able to a proud stomach and independent spirit, 
that I presently left Jess ; yet as I drove away, 
I thought of Alice Gildersleeves' sociable 
round table, of her adoring Nathaniel, and 
sighed. 



CHAPTER XIV 

AT FITZWARREN 

AT Fitzwarren, a noiseless efficiency of 
service, and (save at certain hours) 
invisibility of servants, was brought to such 

f)erfection, that one could move about unmo- 
ested by obtrusive bodies, so when Jess, in 
riding-boots, and a long drab coat, tall, slim, and 
boyish, walked unabashed into the smoking- 
room where I rested after a hard day with the 
hounds, I did not greet her with an exordium 
about the keeping up of appearances, the more 
especially as the tea-table was all arranged, 
and waiting. 

**Too much trouble to change twice before 
dinner, Paul," she said, ** never was a tea- 
gown woman ; " but she looked wretched, and 
I knew the reason and was worried too. 

*' Here you are," cried Frances' young, 
clear voice. She brought with her a whiff of 
clean outdoor air, as she came in with a pretty 
little girl hanging to each hand, *' Jess! " 

" Give me some tea, Frank, and don't scold ! 
rU hide my boots with the children," and as 
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they ran to her, there was something almost 
starving in the way she took them, and held 
them close — closer than I had ever seen her 
hold anything yet, and across Frances' face 
flitted the indescribable look with which happy 
wives and mothers regard the childless, or 
unhappily-mated. 

Jess always called them her ** p'tites Michus," 
because they were exactly alike, and she had 
fallen in love with the two little girls in 
Messager s delightful play when she saw it in 
Paris. She drank her tea under difficulties, 
with one perched on each knee, a little of her 
smart waistcoat showing, and a stock fastened 
by a tiny diamond fox, to the extreme delight 
of the children, who loved masquerading, and 
who discovered in her now the fairy prince of 
one of those entrancing tales that she told with 
such delightful by-play — for with Jess, eye, 
voice, gesture and expression all spoke together, 
combining to make the heaven-born raconteuse. 

But Jess was not in the usual mad spirits 
that to her " p'tites Michus " made her so rare a 
companion, and, in spite of coaxing, refused to 
be drawn into story-telling, whereupon one little 
charmer, putting a loving hand on her cousin's 
forehead, was murmuring, *' Poor Jess got an 
'eadache," when the door opened, there was a 
shout of " Dad! " and Jess, left alone, stretched 
her slim legs out straight, and lit a cigarette. 

I never could be sure if it were Huberts 
10 
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sheer lovableness, the sweetness of disposition 
that spoke in his every word and look, or the 
silent force of his splendid qualities of mind 
and character, that made him so adored by 
all who approached him, but now, as always, 
his presence brought sunshine, and for the 
moment dissipated the cloud that oppressed us. 

Frances gave him tea — the little maids plied 
him with cakes, he told us of the improvements 
he had been overlooking that day in a distant 
part of the estate, and presently asked particu- 
lars of our day's sport. 

"It was a rattling good run," said Jess 

gloomily, "but the ground was slippery, we 
ad a lot of spills, one very bad one." 

*' Who was it? 

" Curly Drummond." 

Hubert's face shadowed. I knew he was 
thinking less of the boy than his mother. 

" After all his narrow shaves, steeple-chasing, 
to come to grief over a mere bank and ditch," 
said Jess, with tears in her voice. *' If he is 
as badly smashed as he appeared to be," — she 
paused, and drew a sharp breath, — "then I 
hope he'll die." 

"Jess ! " cried Frances, " you forget his 
mother — who adores him — as he her ! " 

" I don't forget," said Jess, very pale ; " when 
you hear someone cry ' Thank God, he lives ! ' 
it is usually selfish — yes — he is to live for her 
joy, not his ! " 
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I nodded. 

** I told a woman once, whose husband was 
dying miserably inch by inch, * You are selfish, 
you love something to fondle, to pick at' — 
for I saw the hidden agony, the revolt of the 
poor grown-up baby, — ' you wish him to live 
on because it makes you happy.' In another 
instance, a man was smashed up in much the 
same way as Curly, and when it got very bad 
— ^after a year or two, he tried to kill himself — 
and was stopped. He tried a second time, 
and then his mother made him swear never 
to try again, and so he lived on in hideous 
torture — you call that a mother's love.** It 
would have been braver of her to kill him. 
If he had been my boy — I'd have helped him 
to go! Paul, you saw them — those children 
in that hospital we visited — could there be 
anything more wicked, more cruel, than to 
want to keep them alive ? " 

Ay, I had seen them, as I walked down the 
rows of beds, eyeing them greedily, and thinking 
of Tom Shippon's words, 

" When you can snatch a life from a hell of 
pain, or of useless cost to the nation, buy it, 
pay for it— only release it." Well, my brother 
Charon would not take these miserables, and 
I might not, so there they must remain, fenced in 
as they were by doctors, nurses, food, and flowers. 

Hubert looked at me inquiringly, and I 
knew he was thinking of our conversation on 
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board ship, and mentally connecting Tom 
Shippon both with that, and Jess's allusion to 
my hospital visit. 

**Yes," I said grimly, '*we saw life im- 
prisoned by sheer force at vast expense in 
loathsome forms; and later, outside a soup- 
kitchen, men fighting for the wherewithal to 
keep breath in their healthy bodies. If these 
latter, looking scarcely human in their starva- 
tion, were not planted by poverty where they 
are, unable to move, there would be a revolu- 
tion. Jess and I are going to tread the path 
of philanthropy together." 

Hubert glanced at the boyish figure stretched 
in the easy-chair, at the dark head cuddled by 
her '* Michus" arms, and smiled, for next to his 
wife, I think he liked Jess better than any 
other woman living, though there had been a 
failure in taste, a certain perversity in Jesss 
choice of Mornington, for which he had never 
been able to account. 

"When Jess has taken your last penny," he 
said, ** there is always Hornblotton waiting for 
you." And Frances exclaimed eagerly, 

** If you must live in town, Paul, why not go 
to the Berkeley Square house ? I do feel so 
guilty at never using it ; " and then she looked 
at Hubert, and both laughed, for he was so 
wedded to the duties of his estate, and she 
to a country life with her children, that they 
went in sackcloth of spirit to take their in- 
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frequent places in the brilliant town life that 
they both loathed. 

'* When will you remember, Frank," I said, 
" that you and Hubert are the elect of the earth, 
and I am Paul Ravanel, a plain soldier of 
fortune ? " — though to what desperate ad- 
ventures I was pledged, it was as well they 
should be blind. 

** Giles Magellan will feel it very much 
about Curly," I said, as the dressing-bell rang. 
** Have you seen him lately ? " 

But Hubert replied in the negative, and we 
separated to our rooms. I think we were all 
glad that for once there were no guests staying 
in the house, for Curly was very dear to our 
hearts, and until we knew the report of the 
surgeon summoned from town we could think 
of little else. 

There is a legend that at Fitzwarren you 
must carry a ball of silk, and unwind it as you 
go through the maze of rooms to guide you 
safely back again, and it is true that strangers 
lose their way very easily, but I had been born 
there, and no such accident was likely to befall 
me, yet as I looked round the familiar room while 
dressing, a passionate desire came to me that 
I might in all respects be the same man who 
only five weeks before had seen his face in that 
mirror, and upon whose hand no mark of blood- 
guiltiness then had rested. 

For in this clear atmosphere of noblesse 
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oblige, I showed in my own eyes as one who 
had brought a stain on his ancestry, abandoned 
the religion of his forefathers, taken insolently 
on himself the office of God Himself, and for such 
blasphemy would in the end be signally punished. 

Then there rose up before me General 
Halliwell's peaceful face, his wife's joy. Nurse 
Grace's complete sympathy with a crime she 
yet had not guessed, — and now came that 
splendid, fearless coadjutor Jess, none the less 
valuable and efficient because I meant to use 
her as an unconscious instrument and means 
to my own end. 

If all these seeming accidents were but 
devils' wiles to lure me to the gallows, then I 
should before long arrive there. If, on the other 
hand, they were a part of that scheme of life 
which we all more or less blindly fulfil, then 
something higher than I, approved of the work 
to which I had set my hand, and what Tom 
Shippon had taken to be his own original idea, 
had its roots far down in human nature, calling 
to itself a million adherents when it raised its 
banner, even as a thousand opportunities would 
probably come to me unsought. 

Jess was too good a sportswoman to spoil 
other folks' pleasure by carrying a long face, 
and when we met in the White drawing-room, 
seemed to have quite recovered her usual 
spirits. As we passed through the line of 
servants on our way to dinner, she turned her 
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head, and gave me a look that said, "If only 
they could have seen us washing up dishes ! " 
and though I had been away so short a time, 
or perhaps because there was nothing of the 
kind in America, the feudal state in which Hubert 
and Frances lived their simple lives, struck me 
with a sense of unaccustomedness and surprise. 

As we sat at the round table, I thought of 
Tom Shippon, of the nightmare with which 
his money oppressed his house. Here it was 
never thought of, never mentioned, only the 
traditions of centuries of brave, noble men and 
women seemed to linger in the air, even as 
their faces looked down on us from the walls, 
each with its record of clean living, if not 
splendid achievement. 

Suddenly it occurred to me that if Huldah 
^^^ finish my picture, Hubert would certainly 
find a place for it here — and some day, possibly 
hundreds of years hence, I should be pointed 
out as that guilty '* Ferryman," who made 
such pleasant crossing for other people, but 
whose own passage in the end was rough and 
violent ; and, as often before, I reflected that it 
was well I was not a Fitz warren, only a Ravanel. 

At bedtime, the last thought in all our minds 
that night was for the brightest boy, the gayest 
Sub. in my old regiment. 

" Please God," said Jess, in a hard little voice, 
as I gave her a candlestick, " there will be no 
Curly when we get news to-morrow morning ! " 



CHAPTER XV 

"LIFE'S A SHORT SUMMER, 
MAN'S A FLOWER" 

CURLY DRUMMOND lay straight and 
rigid as a plaster image on his narrow 
bed, long arms along his sides, but he was 
able to turn his head, and he stared at the 
wall. 

He to whom the whole panorama of life had 
raced by so swiftly, that only the quickest 
intelligence could grasp its meaning as it flew, 
was to lie here for years, with that bit of wall 
for outlook, and devoted nurses for company, 
whereas the gallant, wilful young life should 
have snapped off clean, as cleanly as he had 
done things himself — he had always hated 
work clumsily done. 

When presently we were alone together, he 
said, 

** Captain Ravanel, I have always prayed 
hard that I might die before my mother — a 
selfish prayer — but I could less easily face life 
without her, than she could without me, and 
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I was silent, and presently he went on again — 

"You know how she hated my steeple- 
chasing — how all my love for her, her love for 
me, could not prevail on me to give it up— 
how in every race I rode, she died the death — 
why do people do things that hurt not so much 
themselves, as those who love them? They 
would cheerfully die for them — but they cannot 
help doing the thing that breaks their hearts 
— ^and she always saw me brought back as I 
was yesterday — ^and now, for a mere nothing 
— not racing at all, but just a slippery take-off) 
and the mare rolling on me — Lady Jessica 
went over like a bird — I'm done for, and lie 
here. We never had much luck in our family." 

He rolled his head restlessly from side to 
side on the pillow, *• I made the surgeon tell 
me, and I shall probably live for years with 
this smashed spine — there's no pain yet — that's 
to come — ^but I mean to stick it out — " the 
lines of his suddenly gaunt young face 
stiffened. " Captain Ravanel, will you open 
the drawer in that table near you?" — I saw 
inside a revolver, a step outside made me close 
the drawer smartly. 

" I have always kept it by me," he said, 
"and but for my mother I should find means 
to use it now — you know my views about 
paralytics, and useless people who cumber 
the earth." 
I nodded. 
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*' Probably when one of those confounded 
nurses get in, and mess round, she will pounce 
on it, and scream, and take it away — ^but it 
might stay there for ever for me — I owe it to 
my mother to live as long as possible — ^for she 
would rather have me alive in the smallest bit, 
you know, than not alive at alL" 

I wondered if he had the least idea of what 
he unflinchingly looked forward to— human 
nature and will-power counts always with such 
blind faith on human flesh and blood, that 
oftener than not fails it at the last moment 

"I've made her suffer more than I suffer 
now," he said — *' for I had a man's life, so many 
things to make me happy — but she had only 
me — and I recklessly played with her happi- 
ness every time I rode. Won't you light up. 
Captain Ravanel? I am allowed to smoke — 
thank you — it will be no end of a help— and I 
mean to do a lot of things. Lady Jessica 
always wanted me to try my hand at short 
humorous stories ; who knows I may not turn 
out a second Jacobs, after all ? " 

I swallowed hard Curly had been the life 
and soul of the regiment, and withal a boy of 
singularly simple life and clean tastes, and 
only one passion, to which the simplicity of his 
room, with its sporting prints, its racing and 
steeplechase calendars, the rows of riding and 
racing boots, bore witness. 

On the toilette table were his sporting pins. 
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there was nothing in his surroundings that did 
not point to his intense love of sport and the 
outdoor life, not a book or a sign that indicated 
his love for the four- wall one. His keen de- 
light in steeplechasing was more for the morning 
gallop, the training of the horse, than the mere 
joy of winning, and I thought of hi3 sick misery 
as the mornings grew lighter, and spring and 
summer called to him, while he lay in prison 
here. 

" So you and I are both out of the dear old 
regiment now, sir," he said ; ** though, of course, 
I don't count, I've only been in it a couple of 
years, while you " 

** They will miss you a great deal more than 
they do me," I said. " Lady Jessica is here — 
she is very unhappy at your accident; when 
you are able, she hopes you will see her." 

The boy glanced at me in distress. 

** I'm not used to— to seeing ladies," he 
blushed furiously, **in bed. Perhaps they'll 
get me on to a sofa later — ^you'll not hurt her 
feelings, will you? — The worst part of all is 
that I must have a nurse — the one here now 
nearly drives me mad. Why can't I have a 
male attendant ? " 

I shook my head. 

** You'll want someone to study, to be kind 
to you," I said, **as only a woman can" — 
and Nurse Grace suddenly flashed through my 
mind. 
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'' I know of a jolly little woman/' I said, 
*' capital company, and not in the least narrow- 
minded ; " he seemed interested, and asked me 
to speak to his mother about her, but when 
presently I remarked that he seemed to have 
nothing to read, he laughed. 

** I love Jacobs and my Pink 'Un," he said, 
and I nodded. Personally I have always 
thought that the man who lives entirely among 
books is usually one who through some defect 
in his temperament, his pocket, his morality, or 
personal habits, prefers to live solitary, with 
none to correct or improve him — for as a school 
of manners only, society is most important. 
Such a man does not live his life, but only 
through other men's eyes and thoughts. 

When presently I left Curly, I found Mrs. 
Drummond outside, and her face made me 
long to see her weep, as burnt-up lands cry 
aloud for the mercy of rain. 

"What is to be done.^" she said. "Curly 
will not allow a nurse in his room — he has a 
perfect horror of being messed about, as he 
calls it. Perhaps if I could find someone with 
great tact — and who was sympathetic " 

" I have already spoken to Curly of one," 
I said ; ** I have her address, but don't know if 
she is disengaged. Shall I wire ? " 

«Yes — we can try her at any rate — and I 
can send this one away. The doctor thinks 
one will be sufficient — for the present." 
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We stood looking into each other s faces ; 
if human agony ever reached a higher expres- 
sion than in that little frail woman's, then I 
have yet to know it. 

** I pray God," she said quietly, **that he may 
die before that period commences ; " and I knew 
then that her love had wrested the supreme 
victory over self, that it desired the happiness 
of what it loved, not its own — it was only to 
his sufferings that she desired a limit, not hers. 

Tears rose to my eyes. These two, who had 
been such friends all the boy's life, now so keen 
to out-do each other in bravery, each content 
to suffer, so that the other might not . . . here 
was true love and comradeship indeed. 

I stooped, and, for the first time in my life, 
kissed a woman's hand. 

** They have a queer custom in some places 
in Italy on Good Friday," I said, for I wanted 
to make her weep. ** A life-sized image of the 
Madonna, dressed in white, is carried about the 
town. She is looking for her son. In the 
evening, she is again carried round the town, 
but this time she is attired in black, and is 
mourning for her son, who is dead, and carried 
on a bier behind her — and that i^ a mother's life." 

Her lips quivered ; at that moment Jess 
stole in, and put her arms round Mary 
Drummond's neck, and I went out, leaving 
them alone together. 

** Paul," said Jess as we were walking home- 
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ward across the park, that came almost up to 
the very gates of Whitethorn, and the tears 
rained down her face, ** it almost reconciles one 
to— to — not being a mother. From the point of 
view of happiness, I think mothers ought to bring 
forth their children — ^then die ; if they are nice, 
the mother hates to part with them, — if unkind, 
they are a sorrow — ^anyway it is all suffering — 
Curly may live for years and years — Oh, Paul ! 
that bright, active boy who lived in the open air, 
and was always doing things ! " But soon she 
changed the conversation to other topics, and 
presently the cold air and brisk movement 
partly restored us to ourselves. 

" Jacynth Orloff is coming over from Tangley 
Mere, to dine and spend the night," she said 
when we were nearly home. 

" What made Frances ask her at this time of 
the year?" I growled. **She doesn't hunt — 
there are no men and shell be bored to death." 

** She invited herself, and as she is one of our 
endless cousins — what could poor Frances do } 
As to men, you forget that Paul Ravanel is 
here," said Jess significantly. ** It's — it's rather 
indecent, isn't it i^ — and when she knows Hubert 
and Frances hate it so." 

** I had forgotten her," I said simply. ** I 
suppose it is being with women who — " I paused, 
and Jess frowned. 

"Someone in America has made us all a little 
common and cheap to you, Paul," she said, with 
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the unerring instinct that never failed her, '* all 
but Frances, who is just — Frances." 

I shook my head. 

** You'll never become cheap to me, or any- 
one else." (She sighed, and I think thought 
of Mornington.) ** But if you mean Huldah 
Rimmon, I feel sure you would have been 
friends." 

** When is she coming over ? '* 

** She is not likely to come over, and I shall 
never go to her. So keep your tactics, Jess, 
for more promising lovers." 

**Yet she painted your portrait," said Jess 
thoughtfully. **Well, Til know at the first 
glance at it if she loves you or not. Can't you 
give me a snap-shot of her ? " 

I turned and looked at the dazzling rose and 
white of Jess s face, so clear, yet so delicate, and 
said slowly, 

" Beside you, as you look at this moment, 
I suppose she would not even be good-looking, 
you know, she is quite colourless, like all the 
American women." 

" But she has taught you something none of 
us over here pver taught you, Mr. Paul," she 
said shrewdly, as we paused to look at 
Fitzwarren in the distance, the vast pile all 
reddened by the setting sun, and reflected in 
the lake that seemed always to illuminate with 
its silver the woods that in spring and summer 
made the glory of the place. 
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** What is that going through the great gates ? 
Paul, I do think that an orchidaceous person 
like Jacynth and a motor-car, are quite incom- 
patible ! And what a quantity of luggage too, 
for one night — especially as Jacynth always 
reminds me of the Greek women, who undressed 
their bodies, and dressed their hair, when they 
wanted to look their best ! " 



CHAPTER XVI 

« SIN MAY BE CLASPED SO CLOSE-' 



» 



I DID not see Jacynth till we met in the 
Green drawing-room ten minutes before 
dinner, when she came quickly forward, kissed 
me in a possessive way, led me to a chair, and 
calmly sat down on my knee. 

**For God's sake, Jacynth!" I cried 
furiously, ** anyone may come in " 

** Frances and Jess, like most women who 
don't understand chiffons, have left dressing to 
the last moment, and are, as usual, late," she 
said coolly ; " Hubert also is late — he ran up- 
stairs as I came down. Now, Paul, what do you 
mean by never writing to me from America, 
and forcing me to pursue you here, as you 
seem to have forgotten my address in town ? " 

By this time I had managed to get her on 
her feet, and we stood facing each other on 
the hearthrug, her emerald eyes flashing in her 
delicate face, and matching the stones that 
bordered the exiguous body of her gown. 

** Jacynth," I said abruptly, ** what have you 
been doing to yourself?" 
II 
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**Did you hear me?" she said obstinately, 
" or is it some other woman ? " 

But at that moment the door opened, and 
Frances and Jess came in ; they looked like 
two goddesses of health as they advanced, 
while Jacynth suggested some rare and ex- 
quisite vase, upon which the artificer has 
lavished all his pains and art, encrusting it 
with jewels, painting it to perfection, yet that 
remains artificial and lifeless in despite of him. 

** She must have found out from her maid 
that we were using the Green drawing-room 
to-night," whispered Jess in my ear, as we went 
in to dinner. ** What an eye for colour she has, 
to be sure — some women second their hair- 
dressers and milliner's efforts so admirably — 
and as to her waist, it's a natural imperfection, 
cultivated to the dimensions of a fault ! " 

The conversation at table turned presently 
on America, and Huldah's name came up ; the 
pluckiest girl-sailor, Hubert declared, he had 
ever met in his life. 

** She is also quite as fine a painter in her 
way as her brother," I said, and I told them 
about my portrait, and how she had flattered 
me. 

** And if she could paint you like that, she is 
in love with you, Paul," whispered Jacynth 
shrewdly in my ear. 

**And what is she like?" said Frances 
rather coldly. 
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It was Hubert who took on himself to 
answer that question. 

**She is quite unlike any other American 
woman I have ever seen," he said thoughtfully, 
and looked across at Frances as if he were 
comparing the two women in his mind. Each 
had as perfect a poise, was as sure of herself, 
as the other, yet the attitude of American men 
towards their women had made Huldah what 
she was, while Frances' sovereignty could not 
have been upheld without her high descent, 
and wealth, and position, as Hubert's wife. 

"You must not go to America, Frank," he 
said, and smiled ; ** we do not know how to 
treat goddesses properly here, and you might 
hate to be just a woman when you came back.' 

Jess's eyes flashed. 

** Anyway, we grow certain old-fashioned 
virtues here," she said; "unselfishness, con- 
sideration " 

"That is just where the Americans find 
fault with you. They say your unselfishness 
and indulgent attitude towards us men is our 
ruin — that your toleration of masculine neglect 
and rudeness, means the development and 
encouragement of an overbearing, vain, and 
mannerless race!" 

"Well — Vd rather we made you that," 
asserted Jess defiantly, **than you made us the 
selfish, self-assertive women most Americans 
are! 
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** Our manners are bad," I said — ^and Jacynth 
hastened to agree — ** there is no doubt about it 
But when woman ceased to be woman the 
Sphinx, the unknown quantity about which 
an air of mystery clung that was very dear to 
curious man, and came out into the open to 
challenge criticism, I fear we rude men dis- 
covered that she was not so worthy of our 
worship as we had supposed. In America, 
woman is still half-sphinx, half-goddess — and, 
upon my soul, whatever possesses her to 
marry one of our Englishmen, when she has 
such much finer men at home, passes my 
comprehension ! " 

"And by way of encouraging these men," 
said Jacynth drily, ** there were more divorces 
in America last year than in all the other 
countries of the world put together ! " 

** That," I said, ** is due to the chivalry of the 
men, who will not stand in the way of their 
wives' wishes, and it would be contrary to the 
whole spirit of chivalry to detain by force what 
wished to leave them ; they even submit with- 
out a murmur to be re-married to the women 
who have left them, if the latter find the 
new husbands not to their satisfaction ! Poor 
spirited? Subservient? From our English 
standpoint — yes — from the cowboy's — no." 

**And where does the cowboy come in?" 
cried Jacynth. 

**The miner and the cowboy, from their 
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loneliness and hard surroundings, have evolved 
a tender and chivalrous devotion to women, 
which has permeated the whole of the States — 
it is because America is a new, rough country 
that America's social development has come 
from the natural, uncivilised Western life ; the 
fine flower of civilisation, by a paradox, attaining 
its fullest bloom in the Eastern one." 

"Then we want some cowboys here," said 
Hubert. ** Our forefathers would have cut their 
tongues out before they said or wrote the things 
about women that nearly every man says and 
writes about them here to-day — you cannot take 
up a paper without finding sneers, and open 
attacks that would send an American gentleman 
out with his horsewhip, or even his revolver, look- 
ing for the man who made them. I never saw one 
paragraph of the kind while I was in the States." 

'* But," I paused — somehow it seemed strange 
to me to utter here what would be a heresy in 
New York — **our women make themselves too 
cheap — it is partly their own fault." 

** Our women .«*" said Frances gently; "you 
mean surely the other women, Paul } " 

" I will tell you one thing America has taught 
me," I said abruptly, **and that is, never to hold 
a woman — never to let her hold herself cheaply 
again, as long as I live." 

For a moment there was silence, as if Huldah 
had made her presence felt behind my resolve, 
then Jess said, hpropos de bottes^ 
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** But just think of a woman who has never 
suffered — regretted — she has no background. 
It's an animal grazing on a flat meadow— no 
more." 

I shook my head — possibly there came the 
light on my face that only the thought of the 
one woman can kindle in a man's eyes. 

** They're so pleased with themselves," said 
Jess defiantly; **they never plunge sheer into 
the hell of conscience — of wasted opportunities 
— perhaps of cruelties done. I never once heard 
an American girl wish to be a man," she con- 
cluded, with the amazing absence of logic that 
made her conversation so amusing. ** And yet," 
she sighed, **a crowd of men drunk, is more 
homogeneous and decent than a crowd of women 
sober. Is it that the uniformity of the men's 
garb does not lend itself to disorder — as against 
the splatter-dashes of women's colours, and hats, 
and gewgaws — all askew "i " 

"Dr. Johnson," I remarked, ** thinks that 
women are less vicious than men, but not from 
choice — only because we restrict them, and they 
have a perpetual envy of our vices." 

** It isn't that," said Jess, colouring at my 
backhander (where was the chivalry I had 
promised ?), ** it's because by knowing the true 
inside of things we should hate it — I often 
think good women envy bad ones, and bad 
ones the good, simply because neither of them 
know how dull the reality is! It's curiosity 
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that moves us all — and when a woman keeps 
her head on, it means that her emotions are 
cool," concluded Jess, nodding, and quite un- 
consciously discounting Huldah at every point. 

** Come to the billiard-room presently," 
whispered Jacynth in my ear as the women 
rose ; and then Hubert and I fell to talking of 
American newspapers, of their furious concen- 
tration with pen and pencil on some sensational 
topic of the moment, their instant abandonment 
of it when something new turned up ; and some 
of their phrases were delightful, as when a man's 
movements were thus described : ** He shifted 
his pepsin, and was himself soon digested in 
the profound spaces of the hall." 

**You asked what I had been doing to 
myself," said Jacynth to me at a later period 
of the evening, when Jess, who would have 
died rather than be a spoil-sport, had cruelly 
left us alone together in the billiard-room ; ** you 
went away without sending me a word, a line 
— I took an overdose of opiate, out of pure 
bravado, and was ill. And now IVe seen you, 
I wish — I wish the dose had been bigger, and 
done the trick ! " 

**So you would throw away your life in a 
mere fit of temper,'' I said sternly. Looking 
at her, it seemed to me that in one day, in 
Mary Drummond, and in her, I had met the 
greatest extremes of bravery and of cowardice 
possible to human beings. 
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** Who cares ? " she said, " not Orloff — not 
you — not my cousins here, who barely tolerate 
me, and I have no children." 

"You have yourself," I said gravely. Yet 
as I looked at her, I could not help asking 
myself of what use her life was, any more than 
Mornington's ? I thought of Saul, of that clean 
American manhood, upon which it was too late 
now to shape my own life, and could have 
groaned aloud. 

** Paul," she said, in a hard, dry voice, ** you 
are in love with another woman, and she is in 
America." 

I shook my head. 

** There will never be any woman in my life 
any more — come and sit down over here, I 
want to talk to you." 

But when I had put her in an easy-chair 
near the fire, and was seated beside her. it was 
she who spoke first. 

** Have you *got religion'?" she said, with 
a sneer. ** Half your smartness and go has 
vanished, your very eyes are different ! What 
has happened to you ? You give up the army 
for a very slight, and almost unnoticeable deafness 
— by the way, why don't you take your father's 
title now, and be the Vicomte de Ravanel ? 
It's much prettier than Captain Ravanel ! " 

Then, as I remained silent, she said spitefully, 

" From something Frances let fall to-night, 
you would appear to be giving your mind to 
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philanthropy, with Jessica Lessing as first 
lieutenant ! " 

"Why not?" I said, though I could 
not wonder at the difficulty sne found in 
adapting her eyes to my new focus of life, 
**one might do worse — " and, indeed, as I 
looked at her I realised how very much worse 
in the past I had done, yet it was only because 
at one time everything had bored me, while she 
bored me less than others, that I had frequented 
her society. 

** Look here, Jacynth," I said, **you may 
sneer as you like, but I have cut the old life, 
and I want you to cut it also. Start some 
healthy interest, some fad even — think of other 
people instead of yourself." 

"You will make Holman Gifford jealous," 
she said, with a look that made ugly the little 
pallid, high-bred face. 

" Now you know that is a lie," I said quietly. 

** And Orloff is no better than Mornington," 
she said furiously. 

** No — but Jess never took consolation stakes 
— you have — distractions " 

** Of which you are taking away the greatest," 
she said, and closed her eyes, and leaned her 
fair head back against the chair, looking so 
beautiful that had it been only a few weeks 
ago, I should have kissed her. 

'* I don't think we can blame each other 
overmuch, Jacynth," I said; **you had 
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quarrelled with Stefan, and we just drifted 
together, a careless woman, a bad, careless 
man — but all that's over, for my ideas of life 
and duty have undergone a radical change." 

** Because you loved me," she said timidly, 
" but now you think it was — wrong ?" 

** There was no love in our bond," I said, 
" there never is in the ephemeral, yet gross 
affaires of our kind." 

" There was in mine," she said stubbornly. 

"Your very wretchedness," I said, "proves 
that you are fitted for something better." 

" No," she said frankly, "my despair is only 
because you are leaving me. Td be good if 
I had you near me, Paul," and she stretched 
a hand to stroke my hair, but I drew it down, 
and held it fast with its fellow in mine. 

" Jacynth, poor little girl," I said, "all that's 
over — pull yourself together — I want helping 
up as much as you do — for God's sake don't 
let us kick each other down ! " 

"It's no good, Paul," she said. " Oh, we 
can all do without a break, the thing we have 
set ourselves to do, till a tremendous temptation 
comes, and throws the whole machine out of 
gear — weighs on our weakest link — which 
breaks. Don't you think I know that Holman 
Gifford's feeling for Jessica is a finer thing than 
yours ever was for me, because she is a finer 
woman than I am ? But as I am, so must I 
remain." 
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** No, no," I cried ; ** make this a beginning, 
take no new lover, forget yourself, try to do 
a little good in the world — Jess and I will help 
you." 

** Jess hates me," she said. 

" No — but she has lived her own starved life 
so bravely, that when she sees women with 
everything they want, yet who want more, she 
is angry." 

**OrlofFs a beast," she said sullenly, " and, as 
I said before, every bit as bad as Morning- 
ton." 

" No — for Orloff is a gentleman — Mornington 
is not. But come — it is twelve o'clock, and 
Frances is always up with the lark." Yet, as we 
passed through the endless corridors, it was of 
Huldah I was thinking, not Jacynth ; of the 
scorn that would have flashed in her great 
brown eyes could she have heard the conversa- 
tion that had just taken place. When we 
reached the Green drawing-room, it was empty, 
and our candlesticks, side by side in the hall, 
looked reproach at us. 

** Don't you see them pointing at us, like 
Frances' and Jessica's virtuous fingers ? " said 
Jacynth scornfully. *! Good-night, Mr. Goody- 
school teacher, and chaste dreams to you ! " 

"Good -night" I answered, and as she 
vanished, murmured, 

** Hyacinth," I said — and meant her hair. 



CHAPTER XVII 

" WE CANNOT SEE ITS FACE " 

JESSICA and I kept in touch with Curly 
through flying visits to Fitzwaxren, usually 
for week-ends, and through Nurse Grace, 
who wrote me frequently. These letters were 
human documents that often moved Jess to 
tears, for never was there such devotion, such 
splendour of love on either side, as betwixt this 
poor mother and her son ; and while he made 
as brave a fight, as gay a show as ever, each 
hid from the other their one aim and desire— 
his that no abrupt turn in his illness should 
deprive her of her one joy in tending and 
beholding him — hers, that he might die quickly, 
and so be spared the last lingering and agonis- 
ing stages. And so, night and morning the 
one prayed for life, and the other for death, and 
each thought Nurse Grace blind to the working 
of their hearts. 

Yet in spite of her grieving for the gallant 
boy, I think this was the happiest time Jess 
had known for years, especially as the servants 
had been going on fairly well, managing them- 
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selves, so that, as Jess put it, there was ** peace 
in 'ell," and for the first time she had bountiful 
alms to bestow, as I had so far taken her into 
my confidence, that she knew she was using 
another man's money, not mine. 

I had written to Tom Shippon, and received a 
reply from him. He knew now that I had put my 
hand to the plough, and there was to be no look- 
ing back, but our letters were carefully worded. 

In mine, I mentioned my philanthropic 
schemes, and laconically announced the death of 
General H alii well, the last stages of whose ill- 
ness had been cut short by heart-failure, to the 
great happiness of his widow, and satisfaction 
of his nurse, a singularly humane young woman 
with ideas on some subjects quite at variance 
with those of the medical profession. 

** Don't lose sight of that young woman," Tom 
Shippon wrote in a significant postscript, and 
indeed I had no intention of doing so. On 
many an occasion after, she acted as my silent, 
trusty aid, who carried ** sealed orders," and 
never gave a sign that she knew their contents. 

If Tom Shippon did not exactly pay in the 
million or so that he wished, he yet placed to 
my banker's account a sum so large that I saw 
surprise in the managers eye, and sometimes 
I wondered if this money would prove a com- 
plication in the future, though I used none of 
it for the purpose that ran, a strong under- 
current, through my life. 
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I heard from Halliwell (his mother had cabled 
out), and if he had known the part I played in his 
father's death, he could not have expressed him- 
self more strongly than he did about the relief 
the news had afforded him. Mrs. Halliwell 
had gone to live in the country, but from time 
to time wrote me, and always inquired for Nurse 
Grace, for whom she had a real affection. 

The middle of February brought me a letter 
from Alice Gildersleeves. 

" I have made the perilous journey to 
Brooklyn," she said, "and seen your portrait, 
now almost finished ; and, my dear boy, the girl 
must love you, and you love her^ for the one 
to have painted, and the other to have looked 
at her, as you look there ! If ever you do all 
the fine things your face promises from that 
canvas, and which her calm certainty of handling 
seems to warrant your doing, youll be finer than 
any Fitzwarren of us all, with that dash of 
Ravanel genius thrown in which none of us have 
got ! Youll have to do it after all, Paul— come 
here for your wife — ^and she has beautiful eyes 
and manners — and oh ! her lovely height — it's 
poetry to see her move. But how are you 
to live ? 

"Going home I went mad with admiration 
over that enchanting view of New York from 
the Bridge that you promised me." 

She did not say if Huldah had spoken of me, 
but evidently thought her remarks about the 
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picture sufficiently illuminating, and dramatically 
left it at that, the rest of her news being confined 
to her own important, and Nathaniel's secondary, 
doings. 

But by the next mail I got a letter from Saul 
Rimmon, that was at once a disappointment and 
a relief to me, for if he had come over that 
spring, Huldah might have accompanied him, and 
I wanted to get used to my new life, to adjust 
myself perfectly to it, before I saw her again. 

He wrote me : " If it is only through exhibi- 
tion at the Academy that one can become known, 
my chances in London would be very slim. 
Without in any sense thanking God that I am 
not as others are, I must say that the kind of 
thing the Academy makes its exhibitions of, and 
the kind of thing I try to do, are very dissimilar. 
The chances are largely in favour of my being 
chucked or skyed. I have to depend here, as 
well as anywhere else, on the support of the few 
who look for the inward qualities ..." 

He made no mention of Huldah, only said 
that I had left a big gap in the family circle, and 
this threw me violently back into the hour when 
I had sat there, the veins swelling in my forehead 
with rage, because I could not snatdi Huldah 
out of that hateful ring of bodies, and tell her 
I loved her. 

He spoke of Anna Lisa ; and Jess, to whom 
I read his letter, was greatly interested in Sauls 
story, and showed intense emotion at my descrip- 
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tion of the child, of the mother snatched away 
from her baby, and SauFs great love — she who 
had everything to make life a poem and a song. 

** rd give half my life to hold one little baby 
of my own in my arms," she said, ** and I never, 
never will ; " and at that moment Mornington 
walked into the room. 

Had he heard? His face, as usual, told 
nothing, and Jess did not attempt to hide the 
tears that rolled down her cheeks, but merely 
said I had been telling her a little story that 
had touched her heart. 

By tacit consent, Jess and I did not acquaint 
Mornington with either the manner, or the 
extent, of our benefactions, though he seemed 
to think it quite natural that now I was no 
longer in the Service, I should help her. 

Jess developed a talent for organisation, and 
by extraordinary luck, secured as secretary a 
woman who was past-mistress in the practical 
working of philanthropy, so between them, and 
without troubling me with details, they did much 
good by stealth, and did not spend half the 
money placed at my command. 

But since Mornington and I must meet occa- 
sionally, I kept up a decent semblance of civility, 
and this was the more easy, as manners often 
take the place of morals, and his manners were 
very charming, if slightly ironic, and masking 
a profound pessimism, though his abyssmal 
disbelief in human nature, his constant assertion 
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that no one ever did anything from unselfish 
motives, or practised virtue save from the fear 
of being found out, rolled off Jess like water off 
a duck's back. There was a warp in Morning- 
ton's mind that seemed to deflect all he said from 
the truth, and make him see everything from a 
false standpoint — he struck me as a man who had 
got into the hands of wrong teachers, and wrong 
men and women, very young, and that literally 
with him, as the twig had been bent, so was 
the tree inclined, and his profound (and shallow) 
contempt of human nature extended to the brains 
of all with whom he came in contact — and 
more especially to those of the famous painter 
Holman Gifford. 

He was very observant, as a man always is 
who plays his own game out of sight, and 
often I saw him watching me with Jess, as we 
talked, and laughed, and tacitly ignored him. 
He watched Holman Gifford too — but differ- 
ently, with a sense of enjoyment, for one man 
likes to see another suffer — and by the unerring 
science, the knowledge of the rules of Nature 
that such men by long practice obtain, he 
knew that Holman had reached that point 
in his love when he loved Jess for her mind, 
even if her body unconsciously laid snares for 
him. And as her liking for him was based 
on intellectual comradeship, there seemed no 
reason why a situation that had lasted some 
years should not do so indefinitely, but I saw 
12 
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further. Meanwhile, Holman's attitude towards 
her somehow made me think of Huldah and 
her lovers— of Huldah who, in spite of all my 
efforts, was seldom absent from my thoughts. 

Yet sometimes I asked myself what 
Mornington's game was, if Jess was not play- 
ing into his hands by her frank enjoyment 
of this brilliant man's society? Jess could 
never stand anyone without brains, it had been 
partly because he possessed them that she 
had done her womanhood outrage by marrying 
Mornington. 

When he did speak, he spoke well, and 
would have made an admirable debater, his 
aperfus on men and things were always in- 
teresting and suggestive, but his entire con- 
tempt for other men's powers must always keep 
him in the ranks of second-rate men. 

One afternoon in Bond Street, I saw 
Jacynth, who beckoned me to her carriage, 
and reproached me for never going to see her. 
Yet I think she had learnt her lesson once and 
for all that night at Fitzwarren — it was not 
the first time that ** brutal " side to me which 
Huldah recognised, had done me good service 
with women, and broken for me fetters that less 
determined men had carried to their graves. 

" You are growing to look very old, and very 
grave," she said, studying me closely. 

" It is * Sad Man's Luck/ " I said lightly ; 
"that men get who carry comfort to others, 
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but are not in the way of getting comforted 
themselves. " 

'' Whose fault is that ? *' she said in a fierce 
undertone. 

** Why not come slumming with us?" I said, 
but she only drew herself closer into her furs, 
and told the coachman to drive on — I never 
guessed, perhaps she did not even know her- 
self capable of, the treachery and wrong she 
wrought me, only a few months later. 

I had no time to think of her, or of any 
other woman, for though to all appearance I 
lived the life of an ordinary man about town, 
with a dash of philanthropy thrown in, as 
excuse for my worthless existence, in reality 
I never slackened in my search for those 
miserables hidden away, and when one day 
Jess said to me, " Poor boy — Death follows 
every house you visit — no wonder you are 
haggard," she never guessed that I made it 
my business to get invited to those houses 
where people were dying in misery, and release 
them. 

In books things are always found out — in 
real life, seldom, or never. You have only to 
keep your own counsel, be alert and ready- 
witted, have a name that puts you above 
suspicion, and there are no limits to what 
you may accomplish ; and as, so far, I have 
not been punished in this world, I have no 
fear of being punished in the next. And if 
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indeed, Ferryman as I called myself, murderer 
was I, then never murderer had so rare a 
following as I of murmured blessings, of looks 
that loved, of smoothed-out happy faces, and 
weary eyes that closed, sinking into exquisite 
slumber ; no lover's footstep was ever listened 
for so eagerly as mine, as by those to whom I 
gave sleep instead of waking, and, after long 
pain — rest. 

Could I have had my way, I would have 
placed over each a cuneiform cross, like that 
memorable one at Hindhead, and upon it, the 
beautiful inscription in Latin that translated 
runs thus : " After darkness, Light : in light, 
Hope : in death. Peace : after death, Salvation." 



CHAPTER XVIII 
JESS 

WHEN one May afternoon, Mornington 
walked into the room I had just entered, 
and kissed Jess's hand, and she calmly wiped 
it off against the back of her gown, then I 
knew that she knew at last. 

** Temper again ! " he said, and walked out. 

She did not look at me, there was a 
strange, blank look on her face, as if all life 
and expression had suddenly been sponged 
out of it, then took up some needlework, upon 
which she bent her eyes, and spoke of a 
matter in which we were both interested, in a 
level, dry voice that showed her magnificent 
pluck, and forbade question or sympathy. 

For some days I saw next to nothing of her, 
but when I did, I noticed she was very silent, 
it was the only way one could ever tell Jess 
suffered, because the music was so entirely 
quenched in her ; and, most significant sign of 
all, she denied herself to Holman Gifford. 

I only found out the latter fact by meeting 
him in Brook Street one afternoon, just after 
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he had been turned from her door for the 
fifth time in four days. 

**Ravanel," he said quietly, "has she found 
that man out — at last — ^and has he rounded 
on her, and forbidden me the house ? " 

I could not quarrel with the man for his 
plain speaking, Mornington's character was 
too thoroughly well known, but I resented 
it all the same, and said roughly, **What is 
that to you ? " for I thought he must be blind 
not to know how careless Jess, who must fulfil 
herself, or die, let the light in her play out 
on all alike, though he believed himself to 
be the one most fitted to receive and hold it 
But I liked Gifford, as I believe he liked 
me, we had the common bond of desiring her 
happiness. 

He said very quietly, ** I love Jess, and 
could have made her happy as that beast 
never could — as I could make her now, if she 
would divorce, or get rid of him." 

" But she can't," I said. ** Even if she 
asked him to strike her, he is too clever, he 
wouldn't have the manliness to do it, and she 
can't get a divorce without. And — she loves 
him, not you." 

He recoiled as if from a blow, and his dark, 
almost saturnine face, such a contrast always to 
Jess's radiant fairness, flushed deeply. 

'* Did, you mean — " he said. "No love could 
stand against the spectacle of such a life as 
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his — with the one flagrant fact in the back- 
ground that no wife could forgive." 

** I don't know," I said slowly ; ** it's a curious 
physiological fact that the flesh forgives, while 
the spirit condemns." 

His face flamed, he put out his hand with a 
gesture of passionate protest. 

** We can do nothing," I said ; " and, unless 
I am much mistaken, she will not speak to me 
of it, and I am very certain she will not to 
you." 

** For God's sake look after her, be kind to 
her, as I cannot — " and he went quickly away, 
the iron self-control of the man broken up for 
the first time since I had known him. 

And it was as I had said, for though I saw 
Jess that afternoon, and she was whiter than 
the dead, she would not admit illness, and 
would not speak — probably never would have 
done, but for an accident that showed me in 
startling fashion the precipice on which she 
stood. 

I knew that Mornington had left town for 
Paris, and after dinner one night, called at 
the Brook Street house to be told that Lady 
Jessica was unwell, and could see no one. 

But something in the man s face hinted 
trouble, and I walked straight in, and sent 
for Clara, who came unwillingly. 

**My lady is asleep, sir," she said, '*and 
can't be disturbed." 
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"Where?" 

She hesitated. 

** In her boudoir, sir ; " and without a word 
I walked upstairs, and into Jess's sanctum, 
where she lay asleep on the sofa. 

Asleep.** My God! as I drew near and 
looked down on her, I saw that it was a 
drugged sleep — no natural one — that it was 
not alcohol, but worse, far worse, and to this 
Mornington had brought her. 

'* You can go away," I said curtly to Clara, 
who hovered near the door. '* I will stay 
with Lady Jessica till she wakes. Remain 
in the next room that I may call you when 
required." 

She went without a word, and I sat down 
with my head in my hands, and despair in my 
heart, till the drug had had its way. From 
my own observation it was trouble, not love 
of it, the longing for oblivion at all risks, that 
drove women to it — how often I had seen them 
put wrong, their feet set on the downward path 
thus, and it had nearly always been through 
a man's cruelty and failure in the marriage 
relation. Somehow I could imagine women 
going mad over these things ; for shame and 
agony, and the most secret recesses of a 
woman's nature, thus outraged, rifled, can 
never close again, must always quiver and 
gape, at the mercy of every rude hand, and 
voice, and eye. 
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Which was the worse — this — or to go 
straight into a lover's waiting arms — the ScyUa 
and Charybdis of unhappy women? Both 
were horrible — and yet — I had known some 
women who touched both horrors — knew that 
in similar circumstances of betrayal a man 
could not feel that despair — life would not be 
over for him because the one woman had failed 
him — there were so many others ; but a decent 
woman has only the one chance of love, and 
kisses, and all that keeps womanhood sane 
and sweet. 

Gradually Jess's breathing altered, her face 
became more natural ; presently she opened 
her blue eyes full on mine, rested there for 
some full seconds, then a rush of scarlet shame 
flooded her face. 

'* Drink brandy if you must," I said quietly, 
'*but let chloral and morphia alone. My God, 
Jess ! don't give him such a triumph over you 
— put such a whip in his hand with which to 
flog you — it is what a bad man always does, 
puts a woman wrong, then makes that an 
excuse for his own wickedness — ^and the world 
never sees that he sinned first — made her 
what she becomes." 

** You see," said Jess, "it does not matter in 
the least what a man does — if he is drunk, 
everyone laughs and finds him irresistibly 
comic (as he often is), a woman is a beast 
under the same circumstances — a man who 
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consistently behaves ill to women is a 'rascal,' 
no more — " her sneer was dreadful. 

" I told Clara to keep you out." Then I 
stretched my hand, and took hers in it. 

"You are my chum," I said, "and youVe 
got to let me help you, as you would me if 
I were in trouble ; " then the bad, stubborn look 
went out of her face, and she said, 

" Did you know it — all along?" 

I nodded. 

** Before he wanted to marry me ? " 

" No — after — or you would not be his wife 



now." 



** Paul, you know how wilful I was — there 
was always a kink in me somewhere — and 
the more everyone opposed my marrying 
Mornington, the more determined I was — ^and 
afterwards — when / knew, I loathed pity so— 
could not bear the world's and my family's 
' I told you so,' so I let people call me reckless, 
extravagant, anything rather than be con- 
sidered worthy of that ! " 

"You knew — what did you know," I said 
in a very low tone, " until recently ? " 

"It was before my little baby was born, 
by mistake a letter for him was given to me — 
and the baby died, and I almost — Oh, Paul! 
I could forgive her everything but my lost 
baby — the little children that she never allowed 
me to have ! " 

"Jess! Poor Jess!" I said, and could have 
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wept as I thought of her with her "p'tites 
Michus," of the lonely, starved years of her 
long, brave silence. 

** He swore to me then to give her up," said 
Jess, "and I believed him at first; afterwards I 
only tried to— then I did not want to know — 
I attached too much importance to love — any- 
thing out of its true proportion to life is wrong 
— I should have learned to stand alone. The 
other day it was forced on me, but it has 
always been here," she touched her heart — 
"that under-current spoiling my life all the 
time — coarsening me, ruining my temper — O, 
Paul, we all wear blinkers — do our capers with 
those blinkers turned to the outside world — 
pace, coat, harness, are all right— only if you 
get close, you see the worried, tormented eyes, 
and I never let anyone get near enough to see 
mine. 

"Some instinct told me always that it was 
still going on. I said to him more than once, 
* Tell me now — and I will forgive it all, even 
burn your letters if she sends them to me — but 
if I find it out after your death, I should spurn 
and loathe your memory' — and his answer 
was always the same — that he never saw her — 
that he believed she was dead. But lately — just 
because I was so happy — I have felt it coming. 
Oh ! Nature whimpers before she weeps — look 
out on a dull day, expecting rain — you'll 
see it before it's there — a haze, a dancing 
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movement before your eyes, there's doubt, then 
certainty — the rain is here! So with our 
hearts — they feel, they knoWy long before the 
truth is near. The express letter meant for 
him was accidentally delivered to me only a 
few moments before you came in that day — it 
just wiped out my youth and joy in living for 
ever — it's one thing to fear, another to know ; 
and then he came in, and kissed my hand. 
After you had gone, I went to him. If he 
had only said he was sorry — promised to start 
with a clean slate — but he denied, confirmed, 
promised nothing— he only sneered and said, 
* I have not interfered with you. Why do 
you with me } ' and then, because I had found 
him out, though against my will, he accused 
me — me, of being as bad with Holman Gifford 
as he had been with those — others ! — he asked 
what I should think of a woman who had a 
man to tea, and spent hours alone with him — 
to tea ! Think of it, Paul, so long as you are 
yoUy and he is he ! 

" Perhaps if I had been a bad woman '' — she 
stared before her with bleak eyes — '* he would 
have loved me better ! But I was bad then — 
for it came over me in a flood what my life 
might have been, had I married a clean man 
who really loved me, and I said, * I have 
belonged to you here — and you make me long 
to tear my flesh in pieces because you have so 
degraded it — but I will belong to Holman in 
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another existence, for he has my soul, my mind, 
and all the best of me that you have never 
touched ! * And for answer, he just — went to 
Paris." 

She pushed her hair back with a hand that 
trembled. 

" I shall not have Holman here again," she 
said ; ** I could not, after what Mornington said. 
If I have you, Paul, and Frances, and my 
*p'tites Michus,' I can get along all right. 
Only — it's so lonely," she shivered. "You see 
I had Mornington's love, or the pretence of it — 
and Holman^s, and now I am without either 
— it makes me hard — it will drive me to some- 
thing harder — ^and much wickeder — you know, 
Paul, when a woman ceases to be a woman, 
she becomes the worst sort of man — just as a 
man with feminine traits displays all a woman's 
faults, and none of her virtues." 

I nodded, I had known men like that. 

** I was only reading in a paper the other 
day of a suicide's letter in which he orders 
everything to be destroyed in his house, 
because it is a 'murdered home, and every- 
thing in it drugged with dastardly black 
humanity ' ; and that's how I feel about this 
one, Paul, and myself, and we'll never come 
clean and white again." 

** You must let Hubert take the management 
of this," I said, **and leave Mornington." 

"No," she said; "my mind is made up 
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on that point. Its no worse now I actually 
know it, than when I felt it, but was too 
cowardly to open my eyes to the truth ; and I 
won't be pitied — I shall stick it out to the end. 
For a separated woman is neither fowl, fish, 
nor good red herring, everyone blames her ; 
and no matter what he has done, the world 
takes him warmly to its bosom. A man's 
morals are very like his age, that he is never 
particular about the sum of, to a year or two — 
because he knows it is immaterial, at every age 
he can enjoy himself. As I have made my 
bed, so must I lie on it." 

And, indeed, I knew she was right. 

There is only one thing more disgraceful 
than a man's betrayal of his wife — and that is 
for her to talk about it to the world. The 
mistake lay in Jess's not keeping up the farce 
of pretending to the end, but for the moment 
the fiery spirit was maddened, put out of 
itself by the outrage, and she had lost her 
head ; now the mask of appearances, laid aside 
for a moment, was quickly reassumed, and, 
short of leaving him, in which case all the 
advantages were with him, I did not see how 
Jess could do other than what she now resolved 
to do. 

**You must meet him just as usual, Paul — 
give no sign that you know any more than 
you did before. You'll do this for my sake, 
won't you? I can suffer — as I have done — 
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but please don't pity me! And — and you 
know I am an old-fashioned woman — do not 
believe in divorce — with me * it's for better for 
worse, till death us do part/ But I won't let him 
kiss me, Paul, nor will I him — ^all that's over," 
and the tears streamed down her cheeks. 

**Paul," she said, **when I dream of him he 
is kind, he is my lover once again, all the hate in 
my heart is gone. Does that mean that physic- 
ally we remember — that our dry ashes re- 
member, while spiritually we forget ? Oh, have 
you ever known it — that in sleep it is tenderly 
you meet, and talk with what you loathe waking, 
for its moral depravity — after all is it the flesh 
that dreams — not the spirit ? " 

And I could not tell her. Often I had mused 
on the vagaries of rebellious human flesh and 
blood, how it disobeys the spiritual command, 
speaks when forbidden, is silent when urgently 
called upon ; how it declines to forget what 
gave it pleasure, goes on its own — will not be 
influenced by moral reasons. Thus the physical 
side triumphantly remains faithful, even loves 
what it morally spurns — and even as the bodily 
memory bound Jess to Mornington, so he was 
bound to the other woman. 

** Nurse Grace writes me," I said, ** that Mrs. 
Drummond has failed suddenly — it is a com- 
plete break up of the whole system, a rapid, 
but imperceptible, fading away, and the doctor 
does not think she can possibly live long. But 
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she does not know it, and Curly's one aim is to 
prevent her from finding it out, and to keep 
her as bright and happy as possible, and he 
wants you. I also heard from Frances this 
morning, she says a package has arrived for 
me from New York, that they think must be 
my picture, and we are both to come and see. 
rU wire to her the first thing to-morrow 
morning — and we can go down by the three 
o'clock train." 

** It's impossible, Paul — we have a hundred 
things to do — wretched people waiting for us 
— and I am not in company trim, you had 
better leave me here." 

'* To go on with drugs } " I said. ** Better 
Holman Gifford than that!" 

She shuddered in every limb. 

"This was only the second time," she said. 
**Oh! \io^ could W 

** Courage ! " I said. ** There's work and to 
spare in the world for broken hearts, my dear ! 
—perhaps mine aches sometimes, who knows } " 

The tears sprang to her eyes, she consented 
to go to Fitzwarren, the clock was striking 
twelve as I left her. 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE HOLIEST THING ALIVE 

WHEN my picture was unpacked, Jess 
cried out that it was so idealised as to 
be a stranger, she had never seen me with that 
expression, that power in my face, but Frances 
said shrewdly, 

"Paul, the woman who painted that, sees 
something in you we others do not, but that 
may yet be there ; " she frowned, comparing 
my features with the portrait, then said regret- 
fully, "but where are we to hang you? All 
the others will look fish-eyed beside those 
wonderful eyes ! " 

"It's just those grey eyes of his that are 
a fraud!" cried Jess unkindly, "they say so 
much more than they mean — and if you had 
light eyelashes, Mr. Paul, instead of black, they 
would be just that horrid indeterminate steel- 
colour that no one troubles to read meanings 
into ! " 

Frances had stepped nearer, and now drew 
in her breath. 

" This is genius ! " she said. 

13 
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**Yes, she has genius," I said. "Miss 
Rimmon projects herself like a search-light into 
the innermost soul of a man — seizes his ego, 
dashes it down on the canvas in one supreme 
creative effort, and then — forgets it, and 
him." 

*'It isn't love," said Frances critically, "it's 
a look that might be quickened into love — it 
depends on the woman," — she mused over it, — 
"but I think she loves you — to deck you in 
these fine plumes that we do not recognise, for 
you are looking straight into her eyes — ^she is 
your inspiration — ah, ha! Mr. Paul, I never 
believed you to be quite the cool, indifferent 
person you appear — I would like to know 
this Miss Huldah. To think that you, who 
detested all American women, should be made 
a fool of by one of them in less than a fort- 
night!" 

"Three weeks," I said imperturbably ; "you 
forget the voyage out — and that she was the 
only woman I had to speak to for a whole 
week ! " 

Jess's "p'tites Michus" bore down on us at 
the moment, taking complete possession of her, 
and insisting on our all coming to look at the 
incubator, that always greatly fascinated them. 

" Isn't the Almighty a marvellous good 
packer?" said Jess, looking at the broken 
shells, out of which it seemed impossible the 
big, fluffy ducklings had just stepped ; and 
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presently Frances and I left the group, and 
we went on into the wet garden. 

" ^ The earth, at Musa's touch, blooms white with flowers, 
And now the resurrection of the leaf 
Is come again, with 'Isa's healing showers,*" 

I murmured, " especially the showers. I wish 
you would come to town this season, Hubert 
has his duties in the House of Lords — you 
have yours to society " (Frances made a little 
face); "the weather is abominable, we are 
clearly in for a wet summer ; and last, but not 
least, Jess wants you badly." 

** I had noticed how wild and uncertain her 
moods were," she said sadly. ** Of course it's 
Mornington? Oh, Paul, how could she? A 
man who, if he became suddenly poor, would 
economise on his linen, not his drinks! She 
has told me nothing — but there is something 
fresh, I know — brave as she is, between whiles 
I see a soul in torment." 

'* Matters have reached an acute stage," I 
said, '* things have been forced on her against 
her will, and I am anxious about her. She wants 
distraction, amusement — to be taken out of 
herself, or I won't answer for her brain, 



or " 



" Her conduct ? " cried Frances, with flashing 
eyes ; ** but / will — and for Holman too. One 
woman knows another as a man never can ! " 

**She will never hurt anyone but herself," 
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I said, "and we must not let her do that 
These next few weeks will be the turning-point 
of her life — she is like a chestnut filly that is 
in two minds — whether to smash to pieces 
the trap to which she is harnessed, or be 
amenable to the firm bit, gentle touch, the 
encouraging word — and these, if you love Jess, 
you must give — ^above all, she wants gaiety. 
You won't find it such a punishment — a, few 
weeks at the flower-filled end of the town in 
June — and you know, great ladies have their 
duties and you sadly neglect yours." 

**0h!" cried Frances, and quoted Mrs. 
Norton, '* If you do not go here and there, it 
will be supposed you were not asked. And 
then the false aims and multitude of small ends 
to be compassed ! Oh, depend upon it, there 
is no treadmill like the life of a woman of the 
world, and you see it in the expression of the 
face. It is not late hours that bring the jaded, 
anxious, restless look ; on the contrary, I believe 
you might sit up till morning, singing till the 
lark interrupted you, and be none the worse. 
It is the perpetual struggle to be, and do, and 
the eternal dissatisfaction with all one is, and 
does, that eats away the freshness of life." 

** It won't eat yours," I said ; '' come, promise ! 
Hubert will make no difficulties, only bargain 
to be allowed to run up and down," and finally 
I bullied her into promising. 

Later in the day, when, with a fine contempt 
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for wet feet, Jess insisted on walking across 
the park to Whitethorn, suddenly she caught 
my hand, and said, 

" Paul, looking back, we often stand aghast at 
such and such an act of selfishness, cruelty, or 
wrong-doing — yet at the time, probably, we were 
passing through some phase of mental agony that 
obsessed us to all other things — and a number 
of wrong or curious results sprang from that act 
— but not from the phase — which remains " 

" I know. But that's all over " 

Jess declared this was not so — that Memory 
kept on jabbing her with a hat-pin — Memory 
must be a woman, she nagged so ! 

But she was quite cheerful by the time we 
reached Whitethorn, and the white house with 
its green shutters looked very peaceful, the 
scent of flowers and shrubs, new-washed by the 
late rain, all about it. Just inside the square hall, 
with its bowls of lilies of the valley, was Curly 's 
favourite dog, and Nurse Grace, in act of 
descending the shallow oak staircase, exclaimed 
with joy at sight of us, while a cheery voice 
from above shouted down, 

** Come up both of you ! " 

** He is better," whispered Jessica to Nurse 
Grace, but the latter shook her head. 

** It is his way," she said ; and then we found 
ourselves in a delightful apartment adjoining 
his bedroom, the walls covered with illustrations 
taken from sporting papers, while Curly, on a 
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couch, waved something high above his head 
in welcome as we approached. 

" My first story, — better than Jacobs'," he 
said, with the little chuckling laugh they all 
missed so in the regiment, ** accepted ! " Then 
we saw that it was a proof he was brandishing, 
and of which he was evidently extremely proud ; 
he shook hands joyfully with us as he pointed 
us to seats near him. 

He wore a silk tennis-shirt, his tie was natty 
as of old, but for the thinness of his face, and 
his quiet body, you would never know anything 
was amiss with him ; and when Jess gave him 
the bunch of forget-me-nots out of her gown, 
he told her they were not half such a nice blue 
as her eyes, upon which she called him an absurd 
boy, and they talked utter nonsense for some time 
— vivid nonsense peculiar to Curly, with which 
he always infected his company, while Nurse 
Grace and I exchanged glances. I seemed to 
see him lying alone at night, all the pretence and 
the high spirits gone out of him, counting the 
long hours, listening for signs of awakening day. 

A revolver I had seen before, was lying on the 
table beside him, as he picked it up, our eyes met. 

** On wet days I practise with it," he said. 
** Lady Jessica, are your nerves in good order ? " 

She nodded, and he turned his head — took 
aim at an intricate arrangement of glass balls 
suspended from a bracket, and smashed the 
particular one at which he aimed, then picked 
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out another — I had never seen a truer aim 
even with men who practised trick-shooting. 

** You've no idea how fast the days go, ' he 
said. " Giles Magellan was here last week." 

** Somehow we never meet in town," I said, 
" and he comes to Fitzwarren when I am not 
there. As like Carlyle as ever ? " 

•*More so," said Curly. *'But there's a 
heart of gold under that rough manner, and a 
big brain beneath those shaggy locks." 

Jess nodded. 

" I love him," she said, "but he neglects me 
shamefully. I shall have to sham ill, and call 
in Harley Street." 

*' How is Mrs. Drummond } " she added, 
having purposely, I think, delayed her inquiry 
as long as possible. 

" On, she's fine," said Curly carelessly — too 
carelessly I thought. **She is lying down for 
a bit now — " but at that moment the door 
opened, and she came into the room ; in the 
few weeks since we had seen her, she had be- 
come a sweet, suddenly old little mother, all the 
fierce revolt and restlessness gone out of her. 

His face never changed its gay expression, 
he only smiled, and made a gesture of welcome, 
yet I knew that his quick glance had caught 
the look on Jess's face and mine, that in a flash 
he knew we realised that she was dying. 

She greeted us quietly, kissed Jess, then sat 
down by her son, and as he put one arm round 
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her, she nestled into it, triumphant and happy 
in his love — I thought of how he had once 
prayed that he might die before her, and now 
his eyes were full of a mighty thanksgiving 
that she would go first, and the pain be his. 

Suddenly, as I looked at them, what I had 
done, what I meant to go on doing, seemed 
sharply to be put to the test, I knew then that 
I would not have dared to offer him release — 
after all, was his the true, the right attitude, 
that whatever suffering came to him he must 
bear it like a man — not escape it like a moral 
coward? Had he done so at the beginning, 
who would have nursed his little mother as 
tenderly as he was able to do now ? 

For the first time there seemed to me some- 
thing ugly, furtive in those removals of mine, 
by which I aided and abetted moral cowardice, 
and the boy's calm, clear courage shamed me, 
his was the right note of resignation to the 
inevitable — while his attitude towards his 
mother, reversing the order of things, and by 
which she had become the child, and he the 
parent, brought tears of mingled admiration 
and wonder to my eyes, as they did openly to 
Jess's. One saw that he had just taken things 
into his capable, strong young hands, taken 
her^ so that she ceased to struggle, surrendered 
her will in all things to him, even believed that 
she was not weak and ill, since he assured her 
she was not — on the contrary, he insisted on 
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her sitting beside him, because it did him so 
much good, and when he put his arm round her, 
pretended it was not for her support, but his own. 

And this gentle, happy sinking into slumber, 
encompassed by a great love, instead of secur- 
ing for him the violent disruption of life that in 
her short-sightedness, in mine, she would so 
gladly have done, did it not prove that God 
knew better than we did — did He not, in 
the attitude of these two before me, administer 
the severest possible rebuke to my presump- 
tion ? After all, were the doctors right — was I 
wrong ? 

When later we went away. Curly did not stir, 
only put finger on lip, for he had drawn the frail 
figure in the crook of his arm close, her head 
rested on the pillow beside his — while we were 
talking softly, she had fallen happily asleep. 

It was only three weeks afterwards that I 
got a letter from Nurse Grace. 

** Mrs Drummond failed rapidly after you 
saw her," she wrote, **and latterly, Mr. Curly 
insisted on sleeping on a sofa by her side. 
This morning, when I went in at five o'clock, 
the room flooded in sunlight, the birds singing 
loud through the open window, I found them 
lying both asleep, she with her head snuggled 
close into his lean young side, he with both 
his warm arms about her body, and only one 
of " their souls at rest with God." 



CHAPTER XX 

THE POTS HE MARRED IN 

MAKING 

INVISIBLE behind an open newspaper, the 
roar of Piccadilly entering by the open 
window (for so far the only result of my partial 
deafness seemed to be that I had acquired a 
sixth sense of which no one was aware, and 
that enabled me when any noise was going 
on to overhear conversations inaudible to all 
save the persons immediately concerned), one 
June afternoon I heard a knot of men eagerly 
discussing a curious track of deaths that had 
lately occurred among men who had belonged 
to the Club, all of whom had been great 
sufferers, from one cause or another, for many 
years. 

** There was Meynell Bruce," said one of the 
group, " family, nurses, doctor, all watching him 
as a cat does a mouse — the poor chap practic- 
ally burnt to a cinder, blind — his face a distorted 
mask, his devoted keepers calculating to a nicety 
how much nourishment, and of what kind, would 
keep him alive in agony — what is it but vivi- 
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section of the very worst kind ? and yet he got 
away from them somehow ! " 

" What luck ! Then there was Dorchester — 
cancer of the spine, and from lying on his face, 
and turning his head round to speak to people, 
it got permanently twisted the wrong way — 
some unknown person put that prussic acid in 
his way — yet the bribes he had offered to every 
soul who went near him, had hitherto been 
as fabulous as useless." 

"And Bill Hungerford — they called it heart 
failure, but Ravanel, who was the last man to see 
him, said at the coroner's inquest that he left 
him that night better and happier than he had 
seen him for years ! " 

I listened intently — up to now, no one had 
put two and two together — it is this blind reliance 
on fools that makes the schemes of clever men 
successful. 

" Queer fellow, Ravanel," said another of the 
group ; "I never saw a man so changed since 
he left the Service. He seems to make a 
practice of frequenting the company of sick and 
dying people — he was an intimate friend of every 
one of those men who have died recently " 

Suddenly a great voice struck in, turning the 
conversation by a bit of startling news into 
another channel ; presently the knot broke up, 
and I dropped my newspaper to meet the eyes 
of Giles Magellan. As I looked at his strong, 
dogged face, I knew that the shadow which 
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had more than once trembled across my path, 
had touched, come up with me at last. 

** Paul," he said quietly, as he sat down beside 
me, a gaunt giant on whom his clothes sat 
loosely, "when IVe got *the fog in my throat, 
and the mist in my face ' Td like to have you near 
me — men like me often die hard — and in your 
track there is always — peace. But have a care, 
Ravanel, you are going too fast — wherever you 
have passed, Death has padded hot-foot after 
you, and struck each one by whose side you 
lingered — one day somebody will put two and 
two together, as those fools had not the wit to 
just now, though they were within an ace of it 
when I struck in — ^and your career of usefulness 
will be stopped." 

I nodded. 

He glanced round, spoke in a whisper— 

'* When Bruce died, his people sent for me, 
and I found the doctor puzzling over certain 
faint traces of a poison — invisible save to the 
very few who know a certain costly preparation, 
and which is practically unknown to the profes- 
sion—or unpurchasable, if known. You were 
the last person with Bruce, and though I put 
the worthy man off the scent, you may thank 
your stars they sent for me — and no other." 

He sighed impatiently, and bade a waiter 
bring him a whisky-and-soda. 

**You don't drink, Paul," he said, when it 
came, '* or if you do, you experience the 
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stomachic comfort, the glow of brain, the enjoy- 
ment, that satisfy the normal man — but the 
abnormal, who cannot reach, and quiet the nerve 
deep down that he wants to deaden — who goes 
on drinking in sheer cussedness, and without 
enjoyment reaches at last insensibility, is that 
man a drunkard, Ravanel, or of a higher sort, 
with nerves in him the average brute man has 
not?" 

I was silent, looking at this genius, this man 
who, in spite of everything, towered above all 
other physicians of his day, 

"whose soul amid the lions 
Of his tumultuous senses^ roared defiance. 
And answered roar with roar as spirits can." 

*' Do you suppose that anyone can be a great 
force — and not explode sometimes in the wrong 
direction?" I said thoughtfully. "And force, 
as a rule, is not cunning enough — or able to 
regulate itself, and explode when no one is 
within sight or hearing — remember that men 
hear in the dark, as in the light they see — any- 
way the rash are always caught, the cunning 
go free." 

Giles drank, and the gloom that always 
marked his face, deepened. 

**Paul," he said suddenly, "did you ever 
hear how, when the complaint was made to 
Lincoln that his most successful General drank, 
he told the other Generals they had better find 
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out from what tap of whisky the successful one 
tippled, that they might drink from the same 
one, with the like results? It matters little 
what people say of you, if you go on doing 
things all the while, and doing them magnifi- 
cently well." 

I nodded. The man had brains and heart, 
allied to a strange perversity, and yet, broken 
in some obscure way as he was, Giles bid 
fair to carry with him into old age the splendour 
of the dawn, to retain the old unconquerable 
hope to the end. It was impossible to think 
of him as cold and void of enthusiasm — and 
such, be their faults what they may, are the 
salt of the earth. 

"Why not trust me?" he said. **Out with 
it, man. I know part, you may as well give me 
the whole truth, and how the idea came into 
your head — from the careless soldier to the 
mad humanitarian is a far cry." 

Suddenly he looked at his watch, and sprang 
up in dismay. 

** Half a dozen people are waiting for me," 
he said, '* but I came here purposely to find you 
— we have not half had our talk out — come and 
dine with me to-night at eight ? " 

I promised, and he rushed away. 

Giles received me in his library at the 
Harley Street house, and we dined at a small 
round table in one of his consulting rooms, his 
wife evidently did not count in his social 
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arrangements. At dinner we spoke only on 
general topics, but he was graver than usual, 
preoccupied even. 

*• You Fitz warrens never turn back," he said, 
as we sat at dessert ; ** but let me tell you a 
little story. When Walter Scott lay dying, he 
called for his son-in-law, and said, * Be a good 
man ; only that can comfort you when you 
come to lie here!' To that truism shrunk 
all his splendid tapestry of written and real 
romance — that is what Hubert is — why not 
you ?'' 

"It's too late," I said grimly, '*and I am a 
Ravanel. I have given up my individual life 
— love, home — everything — ^and there is no 
turning back " 

" You think too much of the individual life, 
overrate your own part in creation," he grum- 
bled. " Wells expresses this better than anyone 
else when he says, * The vast mass of human 
expression in act, and art, and literature takes a 
narrower view than we have here formulated : 
it presents each man, not only as isolated from, 
and antagonised with the world about him, but 
as cut off sharply and definitely from the past 
before he lived, and the future after he is dead : 
it puts what is, in relation to the view we 
have taken, a disproportionate amount of stress 
upon his egotism, upon the pursuit of his self- 
interest and his personal virtue, and his personal 
fancies.'" 
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** Perhaps so," I said, " but my intention has 
been good, all the same." 

*' Drop it, Paul — you're trying to ladle out 
the Atlantic with a teaspoon, or making a hole 
with your finger in running water — and it will 
run on long after you have removed your finger 
— in every way youVe bound to get into trouble. 
My experience is, that if you don't interfere 
with people and their interests, they don't inter- 
fere with you — but one of these days there will 
be money complications — up to now, whether 
le bon motif upheld you, or your fad of phil- 
anthropy cloaking many things, has accounted 
for your presence in places where you might 
otherwise have been asked your business, I 
cannot say, anyway, you have had extraordinary 
luck. Nevertheless some accident will happen 
— one day you will remove some man whose 
life is important to his relatives, or some 
old woman whom you have made happy, 
will leave her fortune to you instead of 
to them " 

I started — such a contingency had never 
occurred to me, yet now I saw how easily it 
might happen. 

"Then a blaze of light will be turned on 
you, and all you have been doing during the 
last months — and you'll be no noble-minded 
idiot, but a sordid fortune-hunter — and being 
half a Fitzwarren, and having pure motives, 
won't help you if you're found out — while being 
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hanged won't advance the mad cause you have 
espoused ! " 

I looked at him with sombre eyes. Often in 
hours of depression, feeling myself a straw that 
fought the current of public opinion, I had 
asked myself if the game were worth the candle, 
and then again I had returned to my quest with 
the eager appetite of the hunter. 

" What started you on this track ? " he said. 
** It must have begun in America." 

I told him the whole story from the beginning, 
of Tom Shippon's proposal, of everything but 
Huldah, and he listened with close attention, 
replenishing his glass the while with port. 

When I nad finished, he said grimly — 

"How did you get that poison, and find out 
how to adminster it hypodermically ? " 

** Tom Shippon had made that his business — 
paid a fabulous sum to some outcast doctor for 
both poison and information, but even to an 
outsider like me its easy enough — " I paused. 

" And the first time ? " he said, looking at me 
curiously. 

" If / trembled, my hand did not," I said 
curtly ; **but I got all that over beforehand— in 
the twenty-four hours or so I tramped the 
streets, fasting. And I don't always use it — 
don't get the opportunity. I only put — things 
— in people's way." 

*'Man," he said, "you have in every case, 
where you applied your remedy, run the risk of 
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a common death at the hangman's hands — you 
are, at this moment, to all intents and purposes, 
a criminal against the State — ^and I ask you, of 
what real use is a criminal whose life is forfeit, 
or of a hundred other criminals like you, to help 
humanity ? " 

"If you had left behind you such faces as I 
have — " I paused. 

He nodded. 

'* I know," he said, and murmured softly, as 
one who had longed in vain, 

"Here is sweet rest. 
On earth there is no rest for man. 
Love is not rest, nor toil, nor faith. 
But only faith will sweeten death 
When the heart pants in the tired breast 

For death and rest." 

"Yet the ancients were not allowed to drink 
the cup of hemlock unless they could prove that 
life was absolutely intolerable — and they very 
seldom could. I repeat, it's no good your 
killing off one here and there, it's only a drop 
in the ocean of suffering — you aren't big enough, 
no man is, to tackle the job single-handed — 
you must stop it at the fountain-head — and I 
ask, how are you going to do it.'* I tell you, 
that only when the matter is in the hands of 
the wisest, the most enlightened and humane 
men of the age, can any real progress be made 
— and this will be effected, not by capriciously 
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removing some degenerate, or demented or 
afflicted creature, but by taking steps to ensure 
that the unfit and imbecile shall not be born." 

"Yes," I said, *' I believe the time will come, 
when the State will insist on every couple being 
'vetted' before they are allowed to pass as 
candidates for marriage — even if permission to 
marry is refused on the ground of unfitness, and 
irregular connections are formed, the birth-rate 
will nevertheless diminish, and when, moreover, 
men and women are educated up to a higher 
conception of their duty towards the race, the 
first step will be taken towards improved and 
happier conditions of life." 

He said thoughtfully, 

" But let us suppose they are born — sick- 
ness of body breeds sickness of mind — you 
must feed the children well in infancy — each 
child is the potential parent of generations of 
the fit or unfit. Having fed them, physiology 
should be regularly taught in every school oy 
competent instructors, for it is only by instilling 
into the minds of children from their earliest 
years, the great leading facts and principles of 
life, and health, and sanity, that they can learn 
how to avoid the pitfalls they will meet in after 
years ; once trained to exercise an intelligent 
and well-balanced control over the appetites, 
passions, faculties and powers, and taught the 
vital importance of improving the moral, mental 
and physical condition of the race, an enormous 
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advance is bound to be made in the improve- 
ment of it by natural selection." 

"That is my contention," I said, "that we must 
be good citizens first, do what is best for the 
general good of humanity, not demand our 
own individual happiness. Even the unfit 
might be worked upon by pity for the unborn, 
not to commit the crime of marrying and per- 
petuating their kind. But since this interferes 
with the liberty of the subject, it will be the 
greatest and fiercest war that was ever waged 
in the interests of humanity — you and I will 
not live to see the end of it — meanwhile — " 
I paused significantly. 

" Yes, yes," he said impatiently ; " but even 
if, as you are doing, you establish a fine net- work 
all over England, a secret service by which you 
are informed of all cases of hopeless suffering, 
the percentage of those available for your 
remedy is very small, because many wish to 
live, others are hemmed in so tightly by re- 
lations who do not wish them to die, that you 
cannot break through the cordon. Who is 
going to deal with our packed asylums — our 
gaols — our half-criminal, half-imbecile poor? 
Why, man, if you set to work to weed out 
the radically unfit, physically, mentally, and 
morally, three parts of the world would be 
depopulated ! " 

" Leaving room for sane, clean folks to be 
happy in. And a good job too," I said drily. 
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** Lunacy is increasing in London alone at the 
rate of five hundred persons a year — it costs 
five hundred thousand pounds to build a pauper 
asylum, and eighty thousand pounds per 
annum to support it — the burden of which falls 
on the unfortunate rate-payers, many of whom 
are themselves made insane by excessive 
taxation ! And when you know that for every 
certified insane person, there is probably 
another who is suffering from a threatened 
attack, or who may be harmless yet insane — 
you still allow persons to breed these menaces 
to civilisation, in intervals of running in and 
out of asylums ! " 

"Yes — but don't forget that life's every whit 
as sweet to these degenerates as it is to you ! 
IVe seen you step out of the way to avoid 
killing a caterpillar, but you are ruthless in 
your contempt — it's almost a brutal contempt, 
Paul — for the unfortunate beings, who must 
follow their nature. Remember that the unfit 
and helpless are almost the best-beloved — any 
attempt to remove them would be intensely 
hostile to public feeling." 

"That is one of the lessons I want to teach," 
I said, " that we are utterly selfish in wishing to 
keep these miserables alive — the moment we 
desire their happiness, not ours, we advance 
a step in humanity, in nobility, become finer 
in every way." 

"That's all very well," he broke out, with a 
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strange, hungry passion in his voice, that did 
not surprise me, for here, under the influence of 
the hour, spoke the true man I had always sus- 
pected in him, **but we all want our little bit of 
personal pleasure — we are content to do our 
duty in all else, but we must, we will have that 
— call it the animal in a man if you will — but 
don't forget that what makes the angel, makes 
the beast — and it's a good beast when all's said 
and done. And you leave out of your scheme 
mental and heart agony, Paul ; you bring to 
the lips of cowards a draught as sweet as a 
reprieve to the murderer, but there are worse 
sufferings than physical ones." 

"To such people," I said, ** I would say, go 
out, and find others more wretched than your- 
selves — with a sane body, you can do fifty 
things — work, help others, employ your in- 
tellect — the physical agony that pins you 
helpless and quivering to one spot is an 
infinitely worse thing — I will not help those 
moral cowards — it is only in cases like 
Dorchester, Halliwell, Bruce, or similar ones, 
that I step in." 

**And yet," he said quietly, "compare any 
one of those men with Curly, and then you will 
see the difference — doesn't he teach you a 
lesson — explode your theory? He is of the 
same type as Heine, who, attacked by paralysis 
in a horrible form, torn by indescribable 
tortures — blind, one eye sightless, unable to 
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use his limbs, his body shrivelled to the size 
of a child, for eight years knew no respite 
from suffering, nor even hope of a painless 
end. Yet his spirit was uncaged, and his 
soaring intellect keen as ever for flight in song, 
or conflict with stupidity, and when from the 
racked soul comes that inimitable * Dieu me 
pardonera, c'est son mitierl we can only stand 
aside, and salute him as hero. Ravanel — think 
you he would have taken your remedy, any 
more than Curly would ? " 

** Curly might — later perhaps — " yet I 
knew that I lied. 

"He never will," cried Giles, in a great voice 
of joy. ** Man — IVe had hopes all along — but 
what will you say when I tell you, that after 
seeing him yesterday, I believe Curly will 
recover ? " 

** Impossible ! " I cried, starting up in my 
excitement. 

**The wonderful, the incredible, has 
happened — Dame Nature has been at her old 
tricks of healing, working for him all the while 
he lay there — you remember Seaforth ? You 
know what he suffered from that injury to his 
spine — how he lay helpless for years — then 
apparently recovered, and one night, with the 
wife he adored only a few rooms away, he took 
down his gun, and shot himself? Curly's in- 
juries were of a precisely similar nature — but 
if he recovers, he'll never end as Seaforth did." 



2i6 THE FERRYMAN 

For awhile he sat looking straight before him 
— looked till his face softened, as a man's does 
when he beholds what he dearly loves, then his 
glance met mine. 

" When you get into trouble, Paul — send for 
me instantly. You'll have to hide those eyes 
of yours, though — they tell too much, they're 
too intensely human ; you can conceal all else, 
but not the experiences youVe been through — 
you are like a book that one man finds un- 
interesting because he does not understand it 
— that another loves because it voices his own 
secret sorrow " 

I stretched out my hand to him across the 
table. 

" Tell me, old friend," I said, knowing that 
** God and woman are the rocks on which most 
men split." 



CHAPTER XXI 

I MYSELF AM HEAVEN AND HELL 

FOR awhile the shaggy grey head remained 
buried in his hands, then Giles spoke. 

" The woman I married — you know her — 
she lives in society — is one of those semi- 
criminals that Roosevelt preaches against, with 
a heart incapable of feeling and passion, and 
not one fibre of motherhood in her, yet so 
passionate was my love for children, that I 
could have made shift to put up with that 
soulless image if something of mine had stood 
at her knee — but as it was, we drifted apart — 
for a man cannot force his inclinations, Ravanel, 
that is our curse — that whatever a woman's 
agony of submission may be, it is not the 
impossible feat demanded of us, abhorred alike 
by God and man — and she resented my cold- 
ness — for a woman is made like that — she may 
not want a thing, but demands all the same 
that it is there." 

He paused, poured out another glass of wine. 

**Well — the inevitable happened — for it is 
what every man wants — a little crib to go to 
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for rest, and kind words, and kisses — and this 
was the manner of it. I had been dining out 
one winter's night, and was walking home, 
when at the corner of the Square, I saw a girl 
standing with a child wrapped tight in her 
arms, and as I passed, she silently held out a 
box of matches. She had a young, sweet face 
— frozen — and I knew it was just a question 
with her of the workhouse or the river — never 
of the streets — and that some precious scoundrel 
of my own sex had brought her to where she 
stood, with his child wrapped warm against her 
cold, hungry body. I stopped, I questioned 
her — she had come out of a Maternity Home 
that very morning, and had not one soul that 
she knew in thfe whole of London — her home 
had been in the country — not far from Fitz- 
warren, as I accidentally learned later." 

I started, thinking back — then remembered 
how in the earlier days of Jesss marriage, when 
Mornington was received, and at anyrate toler- 
ated, at Fitzwarren, the lodgekeeper's pretty 
daughter had mysteriously disappeared, and 
all search for her had proved unavailing, but 
though the man's name never came out, 
Hubert and I always had our suspicions of 
Mornington. 

** I found a cab, and drove her to the 
house of a woman I knew, who occasionally 
took in my patients. She was a good sort, 
and put on no damned airs about doing me 
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the favour — and I left the girl and child there, 
and called the following day." 

For a moment he paused, then blurted 
out, 

" Ravanel, what is absolutely wrong for the 
woman, is not wrong for the man — it's cruelly 
unfair, but so it is — I can't tell you how, little 
by little, when I had put Su-zu in a tiny home 
of her own, where she took in sewing, gradually 
it became mine, how, from gratitude, or loneli- 
ness, or even a spark of love in her misused 
heart, she came to love me. We had drifted 
together, lonely atoms in the dreadful, savage 
wilds of London, finding comfort in each other, 
and I was not even ashamed, only for the first 
time in my life completely, extravagantly happy 
in the rare hours I was able to steal with her." 

** How long ago? " I said. 

** Ten years." 

I knew then that his happiness had lasted y^:/^. 

*' Su-zu was of the type that in all ages a 
man loves — yes, and reveres — not stupid, for 
she had tact, a good woman's intuitions probe 
farther than a clever one's brains ever can — 
never tried to manage me, but was full of little 
tendernesses — she had an old-fashioned way of 
calling me * my love ' that was very soothing 
and pretty. She loved me to tuck my aching 
forehead into her soft neck " — he touched his 
brow, as if he felt it still nestling into that 
warmth — ** Man, I tell you her tender hands. 
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her womanly, loving ways made a little heaven 
for me here below — it was just a homely, sweet, 
everyday life — somehow neither of us felt that 
we were sinners — the doing is all right, it's 
the talking about it that's vile — and the child, 
growing each day in beauty, grace, and bright- 
eyed mischief, completed and rounded our 
happiness." 

I nodded. No house had ever seemed to 
me a home without a child in it — it was always 
the cage without the starling. 

**Ars^ne Houssaye says, * Women are the 
only things in the world that can live and die, 

guided solely by their emotions,' and that was 
ow Su-zu had intuitively arrived at the great 
truth that motherhood is the noblest profession 
in the world for women — that she who brings 
healthy and beautiful children into existence 
should be honoured, not stoned ; and I don't 
believe that at any moment, not even when 
she stood begging in the street, she ever 
felt shame — the strong man delivered of his 
message of creative work, the woman of her 
child — with both there is the same exquisite 
sense of fulfilment, of rest — the genius and the 
mother know what others only guess at." 
I nodded. 

** Now here," he said, ** it seemed to me, was 
a monstrous thing, the girl was a good girl — 
till now a pure one (yet is motherhood impure 
ever?), the child begotten of love was altogether 
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healthy and clever — but because she was not 
married, that clean birth was to be' made 
unclean — whereas a child born in wedlock, the 
fruit of old, or diseased, or lustful people, a 
degenerate, is exalted over the vital offspring 
that the Church has not blessed. And thus we 
terrorise these splendid mothers — make the 
crown and glory of their womanhood, and what 
should be their purest joy, an occasion of grief 
and shame — for such is man*s cruelty, that he 
will not take what another man has spoiled — 
spoiled ! When I saw Su-zu with her child, I 
could almost bless the man who had brought 
her such happiness " 

'* Who was it ? " 

" Mornington Lessing — that is why I don't 
go to Brook Street. I did not find it out till she 
was dead — and her few poor papers were in my 
hand — it was her secret — it would have been a 
breach of honour to act on it — if — if she and I 
ever meet again, I will never let her know that 
I know." 

I thought of Jess's empty arms — poor Jess — 
there was a cynical hardihood about the way 
Mornington had gone on his way, never sparing 
a woman, and taking advantage of that blind 
loyalty in his wife which only aroused his 
contempt — the woman who gave him back 
deceit for deceit had been the only permanent 
tie that held him in a host of ephemeral ones, 
and it was the knowledge of the base uses to 
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which he had put her noblest qualities, that 
made the treachery so unbearable to Jess. 

**The man who ruins a maid should be 
punished as for felony," I said, **yet this brute 
is to get off scot-free." 

**The question is, is he morally responsible?" 
said Giles ; *' we see a perfect bowl or jar — with 
one flaw — blame it not, it was done in the firing 
— thus with a human soul, not always by its 
own sin, but by the ingrained one of the fore- 
fathers does it blunder, and fall ; in some families, 
it is as if all the devils chained for generations 
broke loose in one — ^and made him the scape- 
goat of their sins — made him by his avoidance 
of one sin, throw himself recklessly into another 
— such an one has sometimes seemed to me 
Lessing. Glanvill says, 'And the will therein 
lieth, which dieth not. Who knoweth the 
mysteries of the will, with its vitality? For 
God is but a great will pervading all things by 
nature of its intentness. Man doth not yield 
himself to the angels, nor unto death utterly, 
save only through the weakness of his feeble 
will' " 

*'You are very merciful," I said roughly. 
" Who was it said, * He that is unjust is also 
impious. For the Nature of the Universe, 
having made all reasonable creatures for one 
another, to the end that they should do one 
another good : more or less according to the 
several persons and occasions that in no wise 



I MYSELF AM HEAVEN AND HELL 223 

hurt one another, it is manifest that he that doth 
transgress against this her will, is guilty of 
impiety towards the most ancient and venerable 
of all the Deities ' ? That is how Mornington 
has transgressed/' 

** That's true enough," he said sadly, ''but I 
know that what may appeal with terrible strength 
to one man, may not appeal to another — so that 
no man is a judge of the temptation beneath 
which his neighbour falls. How did Solomon 
learn his wisdom ? Out of his mistakes. David ? 
A man after God's own heart — through his 
crimes. Mary Magdalene — through sinning — it 
was because they understood the human side so 
thoroughly, that they reach our hearts. Aristides 
— banished from his country in a great tide of 
revolt because of his virtue — that was human 
nature too ! " 

** There's one thing I'd like to do," I said, 
"I'd put into the hands of every boy and girl old 
enough to think, a health and a character chart 
of their family, with all the weak tendencies 
scored in red ink— for under great strain, or a 
scorching ordeal, they will break down in the 
place that they might have strengthened had 
they been warned." 

He nodded — I saw that his thoughts were 
faraway — with-Su-zu. 

** Tell me the end of the story," I saTd. 

A ffroan broke from the man's g^reat breast, 
for a^ moment his leonine head lank on his 
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hands, then he lifted it, and I looked away from 
his face. 

" The boy was growing out of Su-zu s arms," 
he said, "and they ached for another child — we 
were so happy, I would rather have stayed as 
we were — but — but because we were so happy, 
Su-zu, so healthy, so normal — who could bring 
that scoundrels child safely into the world, died, 
undelivered, with mine. I had been called into 
the country to a dangerous case that kept me 
there two days — she would not endanger my 
reputation by sending for me, the doctor was a 
weak fool, who yielded to her refusal to sacrifice 
the child — and I came back to find her — to find 
her — and the poor little kid crying out for his 
' Mummy ' " 

The wildest sorrow would have been better 
than that awful silence, in which all the past, 
and all his happiness with her, rushed over the 
lonely man. 

'* I saw an epitaph once that might have been 
written for her^ 

" * Within this grave here lies a Tomb — 
A child unborn in mother's womb : 
That little time she had of life.* . . . 

Ravanel, as they drew the coffin-lid over flower 
and bud — with the rattling of the earth on 
her coffin, something hitherto chained up in 
me broke loose — and I became what I am — 
became what I never could have been with 
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Su-zu to love, and coax, and keep me in the 
right path. God ! Omar says, 

"'Some there are who tell 
Of one who threatens he will toss to Hell 
The luckless Pots he marr'd in making* — 

it was the unmaking of me, when she died, 
that sends me there ! 

" * Beichan hath broken his vow to me^ 

it is sobbing through my ears at this moment — 
though I never made her any promise, I never 
needed to while I had her — happiness will fill 
you as drink won't — and yet I do wrong, 
because the desire to do wrong is stronger (as 
with Lessing) than the desire to do right — 
and I have no one to care now — " he refilled 
his glass as he spoke. 

** And the boy ? " I said presently, with a 
half.formed idea in my mind, that improbable 
and wild as it might appear, was not wild to 
one who knew Jess as well as I did. 

**Is being educated in the country. He is 
nearly ten years old — the happiest, handsomest 
rogue I ever set eyes on, for she loved the 
man — ^and the children of love are the spirit of 
joy made incarnate, with which to brighten a 
dull and gross world." 

" Does Mornington know ? " 

**Good God, no! It was Su-zu's one fear 
that the father might get hold of him, and leave 
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the taint of his influence, as possibly of his 
blood, upon him — but this is the birthright of 
which women have despoiled us men — that no 
child can ever love a man as it does its mother 
— or be as much like him as he is her. Be- 
sides, there was always Lady Jessica to be 
considered." 

" And yet," I said slowly, ** I have known 
childless wives with hearts so big that they 
have taken a boy like that to them, and for- 
given the mother — if not the father." 

** I never met them," said Giles, weary and 
spent ; then suddenly, with a shake of his great 
shoulders, pulled himself together, and we went 
into the other room, and smoked and talked 
till midnight. Yet when we parted, I felt 
there was a new bond between us, that he had 
told me that night what had never passed his 
lips before to any living soul, knew also that 
he had dealt a blow to my self-imposed task 
which would have turned aside from it a less 
stubborn man— and most of all, the miracle of 
Curly's recovery staggered me. 

At my rooms I found a letter from Nurse 
Grace, she seemed dazed by Magellan's diag- 
nosis — in all her experience, she said, she had 
never known of a similar case. 

Curly *s annotation was characteristic. 

**Come and see me soon," he said. **Soon 
rU be coming to see you — hurrah ! P.S. — IVe 
been looking up my four-pound racing saddle ! " 



CHAPTER XXII 

"GHOST-RIDDEN PLACE OF OLD 

DELIGHT " 

^'^TITHAT a lovely girl," exclaimed Jess 

VV softly; ''Paul, look!" 

I was standing bare-headed on the pavement 
outside the house in Berkeley Square, seeing 
Jess and Frances into the carriage, and turning 
my head lazily, I felt an electric shock run 
through me, for the girl was Huldah — Huldah^ 
whose desire that I should not see her was 
unmistakable as she hurried past me with swift 
steps, and averted head. 

"It is Miss Rimmon," I said, and in a 
moment had overtaken, and brought her most 
unwillingly back, then I introduced her to the 
two (who greeted her cordially) as a friend of 
mine of whom they had often heard. 

Frances invited her to luncheon the following 
day, an invitation that was declined on the 
ground of a previous engagement, asked for 
her address, and if she might call on Mrs. 
Rimmon ; Jess's eyes made friends with 
Huldah s, and then the carriage moved on; I 
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called to one of the men-servants at the door to 
bring my hat, and Huldah and I were left face 
to face. 

** I don't think I have deserved this," I said 
quietly. ** How long have you been in town ? " 

** Three weeks " 

The man came out with my hat and gloves, 
and involuntarily we moved on, it was impos- 
sible to talk with that door held open against 
my possible return. 

" Mother's nerves went wrong," said Huldah 
calmly, "and father insisted on her coming 
over to consult a specialist. Saul wouldn't 
leave Anna Lisa, and feared the voyage for 
her — Jack is at Harvard — there was no one 
but me — I had to come ! Just as I was really 
working," she added, with the first touch of 
impatience in her voice I had ever heard. 

** A terrible punishment," I said drily, "with 
the year at its freshest, town at its gayest — and 
* all life at the flood ' — so you did not mean to 
let me know you were in town at all "i " I said 
abruptly. 

"Oh, we were bound to meet some time," 
she said, with an affected carelessness unusual 
in one who usually pretended nothing. "It is 
good of you to remember me," she added, " I 
always think that memory to a man who lives 
his life, is like a work-box to a woman who 
never sews." 

" For how much longer are you here .»* " I said. 
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"It depends on mother. Father and Jack 
are coming over to go with us to Italy — though 
we may start before they arrive — I hope we 
shall." 

We had turned up Hill Street, and I was 
trying to analyse my feelings towards her, so 
entirely different from those with which I had 
parted from her six months ago. For then 
she had been within human riach, now she 
was removed far beyond it ; perhaps the sights 
on which I had since looked, had cooled my 
\Aood — but I am inclined to think that pique 
was at the bottom of my philosophy, that the 
old cry of defiant manhood, ** If she be not fair 
for me, what care I how fair she be," was mine 
also — now that, twice over, Huldah had proved 
her complete indifference to my feelings. 

I inquired for Saul — ^and she spoke of two 
grand pictures he had just completed — 3, night 
aspect of Brooklyn Bridge, the other a sea- 
scape ; we had reached the Park before the 
subject was exhausted, and I persuaded her to 
sit with me under the trees, and early in the 
afternoon though it was, watch the passing 
show. 

Presently I asked for Jem and Cham. 

** Still waiting ? " I said, but she did not seem 
to hear me ; and then we fell into talk about 
her work, and I told her how greatly appreciated 
her portrait of me at Fitzwarren was, thought 
of the brief, cold words with which I had 
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acknowledged it, but then she had sent me no 
line, no message — just the picture. 

" You must not stand too near it," she said, 
'* it is not like you — nowy 

"Am I so altered?" I cried, startled. 

Again she looked at me, searchingly, linger- 
ingly, as no eyes save her brown ones ever did, 
then she said, 

*' Something has gone out of your face, some- 
thing has come into it — I don't know — " she 
paused. 

'* I am a better or a worse man than when 
we parted ? " I said. 

**Yes. I am not sure. But there is more 
of humanity, good or bad, less of selfish 
Paul Ravanel — and you are years and years 
older." 

A sudden rush of colour came to her cheek — 
and my heart, but now so quiet, began to throb 
as it had not done since I saw her last, yet with 
the unexplainable telepathy that held between 
us, I became aware that in the few minutes we 
had been together, she knew we had changed 
places, that the very real barrier now between 
us, was of my raising, not hers. 

After all, was she not wiser than I, in trying 
to pass unobserved, and had I the grip on myself 
I believed that I had, should I not have let 
her go, knowing that with instinctive wisdom 
she had taken the only safe path both for her 
and for me ? 
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The green leaves flickered over our heads, 
the chairs near us filled up, more carriages 
were passing, one, going at a foot-pace, paused 
opposite where we sat, not far from the railings, 
and Jacynth Orloff, a cool vision in her green- 
and-white gossamer raiment, beckoned me 
imperiously towards her. 

I went unwillingly, anathematising the ill- 
luck that had brought her here while I was 
with Huldah — are jealous women really 
endowed with a sixth sense that not only 
warns them of, but actually locates the where- 
abouts of a man's beloved ? 

"Your American?" said Jacynth, looking 
beyond my shoulder to the figure in grey 
sitting behind me, for she too had formed her 
own conclusions about my portrait. 

'* She is an American," I said imperturbably, 
and then there came such smiles, glances, such 
a flagrant sunning of all her charms, as it were, 
in my eyes, that to Huldah (as my back could 
not speak) Jacynth and I must have appeared 
to be exploiting a passion in a singularly vulgar 
way. 

I escaped at last, all my instincts telling me 
that something was out of gear, for as I rejoined 
Huldah, an expression not warm enough for 
jealousy, nor bitter enough for contempt, 
showed in the eyes she turned upon me. I knew 
as surely as if she had spoken, that she supposed 
Jacynth the reason why I had not remained on 
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in New York, allowed Hubert to return alone 
to England. 

" I think," she said slowly, ** there is nothing 
to match the perfection of a great lady in her 
carriage, horses, harness, men — all quiet per- 
fection — but Lady Fitz warren is the one I 
admire most. Lady Jessica — " she paused, " is 
merry, but not quite happy — " I wondered if 
she had caught the very slight, but intimate 
wink, with which Jess had favoured me on 
departure ? 

** And Jacynth Orloff, the woman you just 
saw — is she happy.**" I said. 

She had removed one of her gloves, and now 
looked down thoughtfully at the beautiful 
Rimmon hand I had never forgotten, then 
upward into my eyes. 

** Your brother's wife and Lady Jessica are 
simpler," she said quietly. **She is more 
beautiful than either — but one would not think 
of her in the same breath with them." 

Again I coloured, somehow in Huldah's grave 
eyes, I seemed to see the episode of Jacynth 
in darker colours than it had hitherto appeared 
to me. 

** My mother is expecting me," she said, and 
rose. She seemed quite unconscious of the 
attention her beauty and distinction attracted, 
as talking of plays, picture galleries, and kindred 
topics, we made our slow way to the Corner. 

It was only when I had put her into a hansom, 
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and she had given her address as Queen Anne's 
Mansions, and wished me good-bye, that 
Huldah seemed suddenly to remember some- 
thing. 

*• Mother will be happy to see you if you care 
to call," she said ; and then, *' Methinks the 
lady doth protest too much," I said to my- 
self, and my features relaxed as she drove 
away. 

How different she was from the frank girl who 
had admitted me to her friendship during that 
brief New York fortnight, — my thoughts slid 
to Vasser, and our day there, of the grim 
Palisades, and farther on, the beauty of the 
Hudson River that broke up into lochs and 
lakes that recalled the Highlands of Scotland, 
of the little village with the Indian name where 
we alighted, and the spacious park studded with 
stately houses that reminded me of home, of 
how the ordered freedom of Vasser seemed to 
account for much in Huldah's fine, independent 
outlook on life that had hitherto puzzled me. 

That she was popular and beloved, was 
easily apparent by the warm welcome she 
received on all sides. I had never seen her so 
pretty and girlish, so eager and interested in 
all her old pursuits, as she was that day among 
other girls, and she sighed as she came away, as 
if she would have liked to again be one of these 
free creatures, roaming hatless over those 
wonderful grounds, and it was a fact that the 
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only complexions I saw during my visit to 
America were to be found blooming in these 
college giris, even as the little pink in her 
cheeks faded when she fell asleep on the 
midnight journey back to New York. 

That was one of the vivid memories I took 
away with me — of how the brown eyes had 
closed, and the fairer head had drooped, and 
drooped, and I had made her a pillow of my 
coat while she slept, of how natural it had 
seemed that we should go away thus together. 
Yet, if I loved the gin then, as the Titanic 
engine with one great light in its forehead like 
Cyclops, bore us onwards, I did not know it — 
it is in pain, oftener than joy, that love is born, 
and only in the wrench of leaving her was mine 
revealed, even as like Holman's it was to be 
one of those that "never knew its earthly 
close,** as Jess also was never to know the 
happiness of a true mate. One and all, we 
seemed to be those pots marred in the un- 
making, not the making, of which Giles 
Magellan had so despairingly spoken. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

AT QUEEN ANNE'S 

THE great room near the sky was full of 
air and light, far below, soldiers moved 
briskly at their drill, to the right, the Green 
Park shone like an emerald in the midst of its 
flowering trees, and lake, and here Huldah had 
set up her easel, working unconcernedly as at 
home, and now came to meet me, brush and 
palette in hand, a painter's blouse covering her 
from throat to heel. 

" Mother has gone to Richmond with friends," 
she said, as I threw a quick glance at the portrait, 
or rather sketch, upon which she had been 
engaged — it was Jess. 

•*She is not pretending here," she said, and 
indeed this was the true Jess, unsoiled by 
Mornington, with the merry heart that goes all 
the way, the enthusiasm of youth shining out of 
her blue eyes — Jess as she used to be, as she 
might be again, without him. For friends as 
the two women had at once become, something 
rang false in Jess that Huldah instantly detected, 
she could not understand anyone hiding an 
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ulcer-— denying its existence — from her stand- 
point it was unworthy of a woman to pretend 
that she was happy when she was not, seek 
to pass off as gold, a man of so base a cur- 
rency as to be of no value at all. Yet I felt 
sure that Jess and Huldah never discussed 
Momington at all (any more than they dis- 
cussed me) — it is by the reticences of women's 
friendships, and not their ardour, that the 
durability of them is determined. 

" The portrait painters are all jealous of you," 
I said, " except Holman Gifford, who is not one 
— although he painted that magnificent portrait 
of Jess. I prefer yours — it was more of her 
beauty he was thinking then, than her mind — 
and yet the real tragedy of it all is, that she 
still loves Mornington, and if he died, I verily 
believe would love his memory. Holman 
would not have a chance — and he has loved 
her for over ten years." 

" Mr. Gifford's love is wrong," said Huldah 
thoughtfully, "but it is fine — for the man is 
more set on her happiness than his own." 

**That is where the Morningtons of this 
world score," I said, " they force women to 
think of them. It is in the activity of her 
thoughts, not the inertia of her happiness, that 
a bright woman lives." 

Huldah hesitated, then placed on the easel 
a sketch of Gifford's head, dark, strong, with 
hungry eyes. 
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'* I am not sure it is not good for him," she 
said musingly. 

"One may reach the point when one suffers, 
one is hungry no longer," I said quietly, '*then 
comes the death of love — from inanition." 

*' I am sending all these portraits to their 
owners to-morrow," she said, turning sharply 
away, '* in a few days, we start for Italy." She 
stooped for another canvas, and placed on the 
easel a superb sketch of a massive head, with 
sombre gaze, in which a whole tragedy was 
written — Giles Magellan. 

'* There is a Mrs. Magellan ? " she said. 

" God made her — therefore let her stand 
for a woman," I said, " a frost-bitten, passionless 
conglomeration of petty vices, dressed by 
Paquin — but she never moved him to that 
noble rage, and utter regardlessness of conse- 
quences which rules him." 

** He is a genius," she said, "and there is a 
story in his life, he has been put very wrong 
by something or somebody — perhaps made a 
finer man for it," she added, with a touch of 
that largeness of view I so loved in her. 

" You enjoyed painting him," I said. 

"It is a grand character," she replied, looking 
thoughtfully at the sketch, "he might do a 
passionate or an unwise thing — I can see he 
does — but never a mean or revengeful one." 

" I wonder what Saul would say if he could 
hear real judges of good work advising you to 
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set up your tent in England as portrait painter, 
and make a fortune ? " I said. 

" He would laugh," she said, " for he knows 
that what is the rage to-day, is forgotten 
to-morrow — " but I knew that we should almost 
immediately be disturbed, for it was reckoned 
a privilege to have the entrie to this room, 
where Huldah held her court, and made those 
lightning sketches that had become the rage in 
the exclusive set, scathing and damaging to the 
originals as they often were. 

Under a few strokes of her brush the hidden 
lives of men and women flashed out, and with- 
out trappings of flesh, the soul stood naked, 
ugly or beautiful as the case might be — it was 
like a conjuring trick, and far more exciting 
than having your hand told, for when you 
took your stand before Huldah, you stood in 
the Palace of Truth, and often a noble mind 
showed through its ugly envelope, and a mean 
one through a casing of comeliest red and white 
(when she had the interpreting of it), so that 
many of the sketches were no caricatures, but 
sane, strong studies of character. 

Frances she had long ago done, and Hubert 
— two clean, beautiful souls — also '* les 
p'tites Michus," and when she went down one 
week-end to Fitzwarren she had seen Curly, 
and loved him at sight. 

"I am ^oing to paint him," she said softly 
to me, "with his brave young eyes looking out 
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over the dear grey head on his breast, finger 
on iip, his other arm locked close about the 
little mother who has fallen asleep." 

•* I have a photograph of her," she added 
tenderly, — " do you remember when you asked 
me if I thought that in hopeless cases of suffer- 
ing, people should be released ? I was wrong 
— and it is Curly Drummond who has altered 
my opinion, he proves the contrary — \\^pl%uked 
hope out of despair — and God intervened — 
worked a miracle — " I turned away that she 
might not see my eyes — might not criticise, 
judge, condemn me. 

** Huldah," I said abruptly, *' did you ever 
paint anyone but me with your fingers ? " 

" Never," she said, and coloured. *' I have to 
thank you," she said abruptly, " for giving me, 
through Lord and Lady Fitzwarren, and Lady 
Jessica, the most delightful time a girl ever had." 

" Hubert confided to me the other day," 
I said, "that he was glad of the friendship 
between you and Jess, because now he was 
able to get a little of his wife's society ! " 

" Oh," said Huldah,' " there was room on 
the merry-go-round of fashion for us all, Lady 
Jessica declared, so she reached down, and 
pulled me up beside her, and merrily we ride, 
with the * p'tites Michus ' not far behind us." 

"And I am left out in the cold," I said, 
" while you and Jess merrily ride." 

She shook her head. 
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" I see you everywhere," she said — '* just a 
man of the world, racing at Sandown, playing 
foolish gymkhana games at Ranelagh — amusing 
yourself as other men of your class do— and 
yet " 

I thought how little she knew that one look 
from her eyes, one word from her lips on a 
certain Christmas night, would have saved me 
from becoming what I now was — then I said 
quietly, 

" I heard Hood ask you to marry him last 
night." 

She started. 

^' Where ? " 

" At Hurlingham — at dinner. The band was 
playing loudly — and I hear every word in a 
noise." 

" Is it not taking rather a mean advantage of 
others } " she said gravely. 

*'I find it very useful at times — " and she 
looked at me quickly, with that look of inner 
vision that I feared. 

*' What are you doing } " she said, almost in 
a whisper, **at times you have a reckless look 
of detachment, of indifference, that frightens me 
— where are you going ? " 

**To heaven, through philanthropy," I said 
harshly ; ** ask Jess." 

She frowned as at a disingenuous answer, 
but was too proud to press the point, then 
said. 
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"Yours and Lady Jessica's lives almost 
seem to overlap each other ; if I met you both 
as strangers, I should say you were husband 
and wife — ^perfect comrades, with a hundred 
ties, and only one aim between you." 

" We have the same aim," I said ; but again 
Huldah shook her head, and placed on the 
easel an exquisite study of Jacynth, as if to 
demonstrate what it was I really liked. 

*' I did not know you were painting her," I 
said, with a sudden stab of discomfort; yet 
Huldah had met Jacynth often, it was indeed 
impossible to go to any well-known house or 
place, without encountering that very lovely 
person — ^and Jacynth had distinguished Huldah 
by a most particular cordiality, so that the 
painting of this portrait was not so very strange. 
Huldah had dealt tenderly with her, bringing 
out rather her rare loveliness, and the helpless 
femininity of her type, than its hidden wicked- 
ness — in the bosom of her white gown was 
tucked a bunch of greenish orchids that 
matched her eyes. 

*' It is a good name for her — * orchidaceous,' " 
said Huldah dreamily, and added, quite un- 
conscious, I believe, of thinking aloud, "but 
* Little love ' is sweeter." 

" Lit-tle love — " the way she said it, expressed 
the whole book of love, with hot colour, and 
scent of flowers pressed close between — yet 
there was pain in her eyes, yes, and hunger. 
16 
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"Who calls her that?" I said sharply, all 
the blood in my face. 

Huldah was silent, looking at me, and I 
began to understand things better now. I 
think it was Lamartine said, '' Music is the 
literature of the heart, it commences where 
speech ends," but Huldah's eyes always said 
more than any music I ever heard. 

**Ifyou do not tell me," I said quietly, "I 
will go straight to her, and have it out." 

** Why should you do that ? " she said quietly. 
'* It was an accident — the letter fell out of her 
pocket at my feet the very first time I met her 
in Berkeley Square — ^as I picked it up to give 
it her, I could not help seeing the beginning, 
and the date." 

" Of last year," I said, and she answered 
coldly, 

** No — of this — ^and this very month. After 
I came." 

She was very pale — somehow I knew then, 
that not her proud realisation how the mood 
of passionate desire in which I so abruptly left 
her in America, had passed, or that I had con- 
structed for myself a life in which love and she 
had no part, had estranged her half so much, 
as this one little note to which Jacynth had 
cunningly forged a date — that ''after I came'' 
was the greatest admission I had yet won from 
Huldah's lips. 

** Possibly," I said quietly, "you regard me as 
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of Byron's type, who when a fresh inamorata 
appeared on the scene, copied his love-letters 
out of Les Liaisons Dangeureuses ? " 

At that moment tea was brought, and the 
man arranged it near the window, where we 
could look out on the gay scene below. 

" This is almost as good as one of your sky- 
scrapers in New York," I said, as the man 
departed to fetch cakes, and my voice was 
harsh. 

'*That is why we came here," she replied. 
- 1 love it." 

'* You are very quiet this afternoon," I said, 
as she poured out tea, " no crowd." 

She smiled, she was very pale, with a 
wonderful new light in her eyes. 

** It is such a wonderful simplification of 
life to be rude to people you don't want, so 
I gave myself a treat — and denied myself to 
everyone but you and Lady Jessica." 

Nothing could have shown more clearly how 
entirely I was dismissed in the character of a 
lover, yet often it had struck me that such 
marked avoidance pointed less to indifference, 
than to some conclusion she had arrived at in 
her mind about me — and now I knew what that 
conclusion was. 

**It was good of you to give me this little 
time all to myself," I said. 

**Why surely," she said, '*for are we not 
friends?" and indeed it was that cold, in- 
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vincible friendliness in her manner to me 
which I had found impossible to break down. 

"No," I said quietly, "real friends do not 
believe bad things about one another." 

" What has been — has been," she said coldly 
and proudly; "your very unconsciousness of 
anything out of the way in your relations with 
Jacynth Orloff, brings home violently to me 
the contrast between you English, and our 
American men." 

" Yes — and wrong is wrong — but it need not 
be made brutal," I retorted. " The date on that 
letter was forged by Jacynth Orloff — she is 
'little' enough," I broke off savagely, "and 
* love ' is a word we brutes of men soil daily in 
taking between our lips — but I have not written 
one line to her — I have not said one word of 
what we called love to her, since I came from 
America — " and at that moment the door 
opened, and Jess came in. 

She must have seen by Huldah's pallor, and 
my disorder, how unfortunate (yet was it not 
most fortunate ?) her appearance was, and when 
after some disjointed conversation we left 
together, she declared, almost with tears, that 
she could kick herself for coming at so mat d 
propos a moment. 

"You could not have served either of us a 
better turn," I said. 

" I have no patience with you, Paul," cried 
Jess reproachfully, "you love Huldah — and 
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she you — she supplies exactly the right ballast 
for your secretly violent, tempestuous nature — 
I wonder if it can be that old affair of yours 
with Jacynth that the latter so indecently 
exploits ? " she added, wrinkling her brows. 
** But Huldah is too proud a woman to be 
jealous — will you hail that hansom for me?" 

** No, I should say jealousy is as absolutely 
wanting in the American woman, as her sense 
of humour — both are so entirely incompatible 
with her dignity," I said. 

" Don't sneer ! " flashed Jess wrathfuUy, as 
she drove away ; and yet, I said to myself, as I 
turned into St. James's Park, and threw an 
upward glance to Huldah's eyrie, if she had 
not been jealous, then, pray, what else ? 

And I knew now, what only lately I had 
guessed, how ** blinding sweet," parts of Huldah 
could be, how glorious she could be in love. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

" THEY WHO FORGIVE MOST, 
SHALL BE MOST FORGIVEN" 

MORNINGTON'S ill," said Jess, a 
day or two after our visit to Queen 
Anne's. 

'* He deserves to be," I said. 

** He withers," she said, almost below her 
breath ; and indeed, seldom as I saw him, he 
seemed to change rapidly before my very eyes. 
But he came into the drawing-room oftener 
than formerly, as if to assert himself, and one 
day had the effrontery to ask why Holman 
Gifford never called now ? 

And Jess had laughed — there was such 
frank carelessness about her laugh, it showed 
such entire emancipation from Mornington's 
influence or control, that I saw him colour 
under it, as from a visible slap in the face, and 
it struck me that his punishment had begun, 
that to know himself what he now was in her 
eyes, inflicted the most incurable wound on 
his vanity he had ever received in his life. 

It was as if with the falling of the shield of 
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Jess's belief in him, a shield he had cynically 
interposed between him and a world that 
affected to be blind as long as she was, the 
man's vitality had been sapped, and a sharp 
attack of influenza, developing latent heart- 
mischief (as we knew later), had done the 
rest. 

Then Jess, who was nothing if not unex- 
pected, startled me. 

" And if he is going to be ill," she said, " let 
her nurse him! She has had all the best of 
his life, well, let her have the pieces!" then 
illogically broke out into passionate weeping. 

*' I shall take him away directly," she said ; 
** Frances did not wish me to be absent from 
her ball, and Huldah wanted me to see the 
last of her, or we should have gone sooner. 
He is quite willing" — and again the tears 
poured down. ** I wish," she said, '* I had never 
known — ^been forced to know, I mean ; it was 
a big shove-down to him — and it has done no 
good — it either turns a man into a fiend in 
his own house, or — or — breaks him up — the 
middle way, of making him a better man, is 
not for me — I am too faulty myself — or for 
Mornington — he is too old to change." 

It was true — I knew that nothing had 
mattered, so long as his hearth was kept warm 
for him, and his wife was his wife — it is curious 
how sensitive these men, who violate all the 
home sanctities, are to a breath of desertion, the 
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manner of a servant even, and on the rare 
occasions when I saw him, his irritability and 
his illness were equally apparent. 

She turned away from me, and stood at a 
window, looking out on nothing. 

'' And I am out most of the day, and most 
nights, enjoying myself — " generous heart, want- 
ing to share her pleasures even with what had 
wronged her, Jess never could remember her 
injuries. 

'*Oh!" she almost whispered, "I could for- 
give it all — all — but for my lost baby — ^some- 
times I long to steal one of my * p'tites Michus ' 
— if there were any child of my own blood, or 
Mornington s, that I could adopt, I would do 
so— but there is not." 

I remained silent, not looking at her, for my 
eyes would have told too much. An idea had 
been in my mind ever since Giles Magellan 
told me his story, but the time had not yet 
come for me to reveal it to Jess, nor could I 
do so without Giles's consent. 

Yet as I thought of Su-zu*s boy, a merry- 
eyed, laughing rascal, fresh as the morning, 
such as Mornington might have been but for 
the stain in him — perhaps was in his youth, 
who knows ? my heart beat faster for a joy that 
might yet come into her life. And the boy's 
mother was a good girl — she had committed 
no long, base treachery against Jess — if she 
had loved anyone, it was Giles Magellan, and 
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the years she had spent with him had surely made 
remote the misfortune of so many years ago. 

**Paul," said Jess, **my theory is, that it's 
all planned out for us, with litde, if any free 
will — the very good or ill we do, is meant to 
bring out good or ill in others ; in short, we 
fulfil our destiny, God s orders, not our wishes. 
And Duty is the short-cut to happiness, after 
all — pleasure the long way round where we 
lose our way." 

'* Brave Jess,'* I said, and touched her hand. 

** But diOXi\you throw away your life's happi- 
ness ? " she said mournfully, " follow your star 
— which is Huldah." 

I did not answer — my heart was very sore — 
a great longing came over me to put my head 
down on her shoulder, and shed the tears that 
nothing had been able to make overflow since 
my boyhood. 

For I had thrown away the sweet kernel of 
life — love, and kisses, and home, intellectual 
affinity, and congenial company, for Ae empty 
husk of Tom Shippon's Trust — a Trust of which 
I already saw the uselessness, th»* folly, the 
crime — and if Jess and I were both suffering, 
she had a clear conscience, which I had not. 

**What is it, dear?" she said anxiously; 
and at that moment Mornington came in, and 
startled me into fcrgetfulness of self, for though 
it was only a fortnight since I had seen him, 
yet the man had shrunk even in that time, his 
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clothes looked empty, his face was yellow, his 
hand struck chill as I touched it — ^and I knew 
well what that peculiar chillness meant — knew 
that blame was wasted on Momington Lessing 
now, for approaching Death was putting into 
him all the wisdom life had never taught him. 

Jess went out of the room, somehow we 
both knew she was not coming back, and as 
we sat by the open window, looking out on the 
flower-filled, awned-in balcony, it was the first 
time we had been alone together for years. 

"The rame is not worth the candle, 
Ravanel," he said quietly, as if in continuance 
of a former conversation, '* it doesn't pay." 

** No, it doesn't pay," I said grimly. 

" I was badly brought up, had worse associ- 
ates later, who taught that it was the correct 
thing to run as many women out of sight of < 

each other as I could afford." 

" Oh ! drop it," I cried savagely. 

" I am not treating you to this * Bond Street 
on a Saturday-afternoon' of my emotions to 
please myself," he said bitingly, *'so perhaps 
you will let me proceed. I loved Jess, I love 
her still — she is the only really good woman I 
ever knew in my life, the untempted good 
women don't count. And as my doctor gives 
me three months at the outside, I am anxious 
about her future." 

-Why?" 

'* She is precisely the type of woman to choose 
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the wrong man twice over — ^and if she marries 
Holman Gifford, neither she nor he will ever 
forget that he loved her during my lifetime — 
and it will probably occur to Jess that he may 
love another woman during hers." 

So he had been jealous of Gifford all along, 
just as I thought. 

- Well ? " 

"She will not marry Holman Gifford — at 
least that is my impression. But should she go 
farther, and fare worse — you and your brother 
tried to stop her marriage with me — I look to 
you to do so in reality if she again chooses — 
someone as bad as I am." 

** That would be difficult." 

'*But not impossible — though no one is so 
really bad as your really good people say. I 
may be wrong — but I do not think she will 
marry again. Still, things are more even than 
they appear — if I have apparently had all the 
sweet, and Jess the sour, it is I who am dying 
early, a failure, knowing it — and she who, 
having bravely endured all things, will be 
free, still a young woman, of all the gods can 
give. * Materialists,' says Tolstoi, ' mistake 
that which limits life, for life itself — but I hold 
to my mistake, if one it be, and do not expect 
to be given a fresh chance in a future state, 
for I believe that * Man only can on earth 
immortal be.'" 

*'A comfortable theory," I said drily, **and 
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one shared by most wrong-doers. 1 1 must surely 
be a more serious consideration to think that if 
we wrong another, both the wrong-doer and 
the wronged, may reap through countless ages 
the consequences of their actions, than to 
believe that for both it will be, in a few short 
years, as if the act had never occurred." 

He did not trouble to argue the point. 

" I wish our child had lived," he said, it was 
probably the nearest approach to a confession 
he ever made. 

'* Which child .>" I said. 

For in a flash the resolve had come to me to 
speak to him — I might myself be " removed " 
before he was, it would be madness to leave 
things to chance, I could do it without bringing 
Giles into it, I thought. 

"Jess's child and mine," he said. 

**WhatofSu-zu's?"I said. 

He started, the yellow of his face became 
yellower. 

**You mean Susan Dale? There was no 
child." 

** He is ten years old," I said. " You may 
thank your stars if you die in your bed — one of 
these days the ruin of a maid will be made 
penal, like forgery and murder, which are less 
soul-staining crimes.** 

Mornington's jaw dropped, I don*t think he 
even heard my last remarks. 

" She was a good woman,*' I said ; and added 
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brutally, " even you could not spoil her. And 
the boy takes after her." 

**And Susan? " 

I was glad he did not call her Su-zu. 

'' Is dead." 

'* She did not— want?" 

" A man found her and the child starving in 
the street, and took her home." 

He winced. 

'* Does Jess know ? " 

*' Good God, man ! doesn't she know enough 
already? Though when you're dead, shell 
probably put you in a shrine — none but out- 
and-out sinners are saints to really good women, 
you know." 

He laughed — he had still the libertine's air 
and manner — charming to women I suppose, 
but it made me long to kick him, ill though he 
might be. 

" Dead libertine is not always safe libertine," 
he said quietly ; and I seemed to see him from 
his grave throwing out tentacles round Jess — 
holding her by the power of the flesh still. 

** Curse you," I said savagely, " for the twelve 
living years of hell youVe given a high-spirited 
woman like Jess — who married you for pure 
love in the teeth of all her family's determined 
opposition — you'd have used a woman picked 
up out of the streets better ! God alone knows 
what she suffered when you and your — " I 
paused, and my blazing eyes spoke the word — 
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" killed Jess's child between you — there was a 
time when I would gladly have seen you both 
bum in hell for what you did. It's not your 
fault she has not gone to the dogs, or off 
with Holman Gifford, or one of the many men 
who adore her — such brutes as you are moral 
murderers — ^but, thank God, you had no power 
to foul her mind, though there was a moment 
— when you were last in Paris — when you 
almost destroyed her body.*' 

He did not answer — the man had fainted. I 
rang the bell, and Jess came. 



CHAPTER XXV 

IN BERKELEY SQUARE 

FRANCES was receiving, and a stream of 
people had been moving up and down 
the staircase for the last two hours, but there 
was no crush, the ballroom below absorbed the 
youngsters, and the double corridors on which 
the reception rooms gave, lent themselves 
admirably to the free movement of the 
crowd. 

Stopped as I was every moment by acquaint- 
ances, I came to a pause at last near the head 
of the staircase, and as usual where music was 
going on, I heard all that passed around me, 
unlawful appointments, reproaches, revelations, 
political secrets — ^all sorts of odds and ends 
went into my bag, giving me occasion, at odd 
moments, for laughter and pity. 

Presently the name of the woman for whom 
I was watching, turned up. 

'* Better than a reception at the Foreign 
Office," said Chichester, **it*s so much more 
exclusive — ^all the really distinguished men, and 
all the prettiest women in town here to-night. 
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Who would not be a great feudal lord like 
Fitzwarren ? " 

Hood nodded. 

*' Evangeline is late," he said. 

" Wasn t it Magellan named her that ? " said 
Chichester, *'it*s an ideal name for her. 
There's a dignity, a simplicity, and aloofness 
about her that suggest the New England 
maiden, while the diabolic quality of her brush 
suggests quite opposite qualities, that only 
make her personality the more mysterious and 
fascinating!" 

Hood laughed — and his laugh was not 
pleasant. 

" I never had but one opinion about Mona 
Lisa," he said, '' that she was a minx — and Miss 
Huldah has precisely that same subtle, minx- 
like smile ! " 

** She's as straight as a die," said Chichester 
indignantly, " but she has no eyes for anyone 
but Ravanel, neither has the Orloff — though a 
damned disagreeable, cantankerous fellow he 
has become, since he took up philanthropy ! " 

" I quite agree with you," I said quietly, and 
both jumped, but at that moment I felt a light 
touch on my arm, and turned to face Jacynth. 

Frail, lovely, orchidaceous as ever, glistening 
in marvellous silver-tissue robes, and with those 
touches of translucent green about her that 
always accentuated her emerald eyes, she looked 
up, laughing in my face, and said. 
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*'Are you not going to ask me to dance, 
Paul ? " 

I had not seen her since her treachery was 
made known to me, and now I stooped down, 
and whispered two words in her ear. 

She winced as if I had struck her, then her 
eyes blazed, and her hands clenched on her fan. 

*' How dare you ! How dare you ! " she said 
in a low, fierce whisper. 

But I was in no mood to spare her, she had 
disgraced me in Huldah's eyes, spoiled for us 
both the three weeks that might have been 
such a time of pure friendship and joy in each 
other's company. 

'* What else are you ? " I said in a whisper, 
*' you are little — and you were never my love — 
though you were — the other." 

We had fallen back into one of the window 
recesses, the people standing before us, deafened 
by the music, could hear nothing, but she did 
not even raise her voice, any more than I raised 
mine, women of her type do not create scenes 
in public. 

** If I had a knife I would kill you," she said 
quietly, and I knew that she spoke truth. 

** You have done worse," I said, "poisoned two 
human lives with a lie. But for an accident. 
Miss Rimmon would have gone back to America 
believing your forgery to be genuine, for they 
have no women of your sort there — they do not 
need to lie to keep their men." 

17 
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•* She was a sneak to tell," flashed Jacynth ; 
•• women have no sense of honour " 

"Where was yours?" I said *'Only a 
minute ago I heard a man speaking of her, and 
of you — it's almost worth being a good woman 
to be spoken of as she was — while you — my 
God, the difference — '' I left her abrupdy, 
reaching the head of the staircase just as 
Huldah and her mother ascended the last steps. 

Huldah was in white, alone among those 
half-naked women, she wore a square of yellow 
old lace that covered her bosom and shoulders, 
in her brown hair was neither jewel nor rose, 
yet a subdued murmur of admiration followed 
her ; I had never seen her so beautiful as she 
was that night, and when she caught sight of 
me, her brown eyes lit, we went back with a 
bound to the old camaraderie, and my spirits 
rose to an extraordinary degree. 

Mrs. Rimmon's blue eyes were dancing with 
pleasure. She stood watching the people go 
up and down with the keenest interest, asked 
the meaning of the orders on the men's breasts, 
admired the beauty and the jewels of the women. 
** It is all through you that Huldah has had this 
lovely, lovely season," she said, "though she 
fought hard against coming." 

** No — it is my cousin Jessica's doing, and 
Lady Fitz warren's," I said. '*And you go 
away quite recovered, Mrs. Rimmon," — my 
eyes twinkled, — ** what delightful American 
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doctors you have, and how effective the 
European prescription is ! " 

She laughed — but her fine, strong face 
changed — the face that made you wonder less 
at the way all her children had turned out, at 
the qualities of brain and body with which they 
were endowed. 

** I was not well, really," she said, "and 
Popper was anxious." 

" Splendid Popper," I said, ** if only we could 
grow his breed here — " and then Hubert, in his 
usual way singling out for honour the persons 
of least consequence present, approached Mrs. 
Rimmon, Huldah being already surrounded, 
though I got possession of her programme, 
and wrote down two consecutive dances. 

" Paul,** said Frances reproachfully, as I 
passed her, " you are not doing your duty ! Go 
into the ballroom, and dance with every girl 
you see sitting down — you are one of the hosts, 
you know, and as usual we have not enough 
men to go round!" Then she made a little 
face, and whispered, ** Thank Heaven this is the 
last of my penitentials ! " 

There were no girls sitting down — Frances 
had underrated the strength of her dancing 
brigade, so I leaned against the wall, and 
looked for Jessica, whom I had not seen up- 
stairs, but evidently she was not coming. 

** So Mornington Lessing's going out," said 
a voice near me ; *' good job for Lady Jessica." 



26o THE FERRYMAN 

'*I don't know. These fellows hold their 
wives in a way good ones never do." 

"Anyway, it's been a left-handed business 
for her for years — time was when she gave the 
smartest receptions in town, but since Lessing 
took to never appearing at them, and only using 
his house as an hotel, she has dropped out of 
everything." 

** And taken up philanthropy. Ravanel helps 
her — what a change from handsome, devil-may- 
care Paul Ravanel — the Orloff is furious at his 
chucking her. — Yes, the prettiest girl here to- 
night is Miss Rimmon, and the best dancer." 

For awhile I watched Huldah 

"Moving light as all young things. 
As young birds and early wheat 
When the wind blows over it," 

fortunate in a perfect partner, but I saw that 
she was preoccupied, how joy was in her feet, 
not her heart — and presently I was a witness 
to her meeting with Jacynth Orloff. 

Both women had stopped dancing at the 
same moment, and at the same place, so that 
turning, they came face to face — ^so might 
lissome Vivien and Evangeline have gazed on 
one another, each realising her opposite — then 
without a word, without a lowering of the eyes 
of either, they turned away, Huldah composed 
as usual, Jacynth with a flush on her cheek 
that painted out her delicate rouge. 
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Huldah had come late, of the little time 
remaining to us she had docked two hours, 
presently we would say good-bye to each 
other, and there would be no surrounding 
family, and Cham and Jem, to hinder what we 
had to say . . . the brilliant scene receded, 
and I saw once more the plain room with its 
many books . . . yet compared with what 
divided us now, we were free as air to love 
each other then. 

I went to claim her just as the first supper 
at one was being served,' but like all the 
Rimmons who ate to live, did not live to eat, 
she declined the dining-room, and we moved 
about the rooms, never at any time incon- 
veniently crowded, so chary was Frances of 
her coveted invitations. 

" Lady Jessica is not here," said Huldah, 
and looked troubled, " I fear Mr. Lessing is 
worse." 

"Jess doesn't dance much nowadays," I 
said. ** I believe they go to Wales immedi- 
ately, to a place that is arranged on the lines 
of the Nauheim heart-cure, as they cannot 
take him so far — " and at that moment we 
caught sight of Holman Gifford, wandering 
restlessly from room to room. 

" He is looking for Jessica," said Huldah 
sadly, '*he will be looking for her all his life — 
and he will never find her. His, too, will be 
the love that — that " 
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I glanced at her — there was something tense, 
unusual, as of emotion out of sight fiercely 
controlled, in her manner ; she was paler even 
than usual, but her lips were rose-red, making 
the only spot of colour in her misty whiteness, 
and her great eyes blazed with a light I had 
never seen in them before. 

Insensibly, as with one impulse, we left the 
reception rooms behind us, and passing 
through a door hidden by tapestry, came to 
Frances* private room, to which Huldah had 
been made welcome so often, and where she 
and I had so many a time talked. She sat 
down on a low chair, and from unconscious 
habit began to strip off her gloves, yet as she 
glanced about her, I knew that insensibly our 
surroundings had altered, for as she had sat 
beside me here, with the thought of Jacynth 
between us, so now she realised that we were 
alone together — alone with our own hearts. 

It was madness, but what sweet madness, 
for with the loss of her grip on herself, I had 
lost mine, and the old fierce, ungratified desire 
that had maddened me in America seized me 
now with tenfold force, and I was swept away 
by it, as a horse sweeps his rider, when the bit 
is between his teeth. 

I took her hand, it burned mine, and with a 
groan I said, 

** Huldah, beloved — why did you not give 
me the sign, the word for which I perished. 
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when I bade you good-bye last Christmas 
night?" 

Her lips moved — in a voice poignant with 
yearning, she said, 

''Oh! your Bridge, Paul — your Bridge — 
upon which I have stood so often since you 
left . . . 

"*And like the waters rushing 
Among the wooden piers 
A flood of thoughts came o'er me 
And filled my eyes with tears 
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They were there then, they dimmed the glory 
of her love for me, and when I saw them, 
knew that she had loved me all the time, my 
guard broke down, passion throbbed in me, 
something outside honour, outside caution, tore 
its mad, selfish way through the barriers that 
separated us, caring not if it left ruin in its 
track, and I wrapped my arms close about 
her, bowing my head on her shoulder. 

" Poor boy," she said, and touched my hair 
with her hand, the hopelessness of it only 
equalled by its hunger, ** I have never tasted 
love's sweets — I shall die — not knowing . , . 
but I would rather die, starving, of love for 
you, than be filled with it by any other man ! " 

My arms tightened on her, but I did not lift 
my head. 

'* You say we Americans do not know how 
to love, " she said ; her hand slipped, and lay 
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warm on my neck, " that we do not know what 
passion is — when I have longed, when I have 
(uhed for you — when it was only by sheer force 
that I kept myself that night from springing 
away from them all, and beckoning you out to 
me anywhere — anywhere, so I might feel your 
arms around me, as they are round me now ! 
Because your voice, your touch, was a joy, a 
madness to me, because I was burnt to the 
bone with love of you, and shamed by it too, 
a man I had only known three weeks, a man 
who was returning to England when he could 
have stayed behind to woo me, as my pride 
demanded I should be wooed! And yet I 
might have known *' (I knew the old whimsical 
smile curved her lips) ** that you were not of the 
sort to sit around for ever ! Well — you went 
away — you wrote me coldly, once — the words 
were few, but I knew that something had 
happened to put me out of your life for ever— 
I thought it was a woman ** — her voice changed 
— "and on the Bridge — 

"*How often, oh! how often 
I wished that the ebbing tide 
Would bear me away on its bosom 
To the ocean wild and wide' — 

but it did not — and I crossed the Bridge most 
unwillingly — with mother — to find that I had 
guessed rightly (as I thought) — the woman was 
Jacynth Orloff." 
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I made a little movement, so long as she 
spoke, I would not lift my head — she must 
have felt the pulses of my forehead throbbing 
against her throat. 

** I have some self-control," she paused, 
**and I made unsparing demands on it; I 
deceived you, and I think even deceived her. 
And then, a few days ago, with those golden 
weeks between, still-born, I knew the truth, 
and now, to-night — ^you who have said no 
word of love to me, you know the truth also. 
For this is the end." 

How did she know it? And I could not 
deny her. 

** You thought you loved me that Christmas 
night," she said, and stroked my hair again 
with greedy, hungering hand, *'but you had 
conquered that love when next I saw you out- 
side the house in Berkeley Square. You felt 
some return of your love that day at Queen 
Anne's — but it is only to-night, because I have 
broken down, that you have for the moment 
thrust aside the barrier between us — for it is 
there." 

And once again I made no sign, knowing 
that she spoke truth. 

** It is something so insuperable, so eternal," 
she said, "that it sets me free to say what I 
have said to you, what I am saying now. I do 
not know what it is — I only know that you 
have set yourself to do a great thing, that you 
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have failed, but must still go on doing it, and 
that it entails absolute loneliness for you so 
long as you live." 

I forced my arms from her body, my head 
from her shoulder, rose and threw out my arms, 
with the despairing gesture of the man who 
cries, '' Eli^ Eliy lama sabacthani / '' 

** If I were arrested to-day on a charge of 
murder," I said, "it would be true." 

As she looked at me — absolutely still, I saw 
that she had called on every force of her nature 
to remain calm under the stress of that awful 
moment; then she said, and her voice was 
hoarse, 

" It was a fit of madness — an accident " 

*' No, deliberately," I said. ** Not one, but 
many. Death, (and happiness," I murmured 
under my breath), "walk behind me. While 
you slept at three o'clock this morning, I was 
abroad, doing my work." 

She shook her head impatiently, as if to 
disperse spiteful insects that buzzed about it. 

** It is impossible," she said, then glanced 
down at my hand with a growing horror in her 
eyes, a horror that yet refused to believe, 

** Listen," I said, for now I was the surgeon, 
and must cut clean. "When I took the Ferry 
across to you that Christmas night, I might 
have ferried from darkness to light — a word, a 
look from you would have decided my future 
life — but you withheld it, and thus committed 
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me to a dangerous course that no woman may 
share with me— that cuts me off from home, 
and love, and marriage — in a word, all that 
you typify.*' 

In that moment, when she knew that her 
own act had dashed from her lips the cup for 
which she thirsted, realised that her act had set 
me on the downward road, Huldah's heart 
seemed to break before my eyes, then, thinking 
only for me, she cried out, 

''Paul, trust m^V 

" I cannot." 

"It is not from mean, ignoble motives that 
you— kill ? " 

" No," I said, and my voice was harsh, I was 
determined to save her, if myself I could not 
save ; " but I deserve to be hanged — were 
inquiries made, my banker would be forced to 
admit that an enormous sum of money — out of 
all proportion to my estate — is lodged to my 
credit." 

She shook her head. 

"You could not," she said simply. "There 
is some deep mystery here — " she bent her 
brows — for a moment I feared she would 
remember that question I had asked her as to 
the removal of the hopelessly suffering, and to 
which she had answered "Yes." 

Then suddenly the tears poured down her 
cheeks. 

"It is all my fault — all my doing," she said. 
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" for if I had put my pride on one side, made 
the sign you asked, and that I longed to give, | 
you would not have been put wrong, my poor 
boy — you only wanted the right touch to be so 
good — and I saw it all — your recklessness, your 
masterfulness — how you were used always to 
your own way, but something hard and wicked 
rose up in me in antagonism to your selfishness 
— if I knew then that I could not be happy 
without you, I was equally certain that I could 
not be happy with you — my individualism 
swamped — merged in yours — we were both too 
self-willed " — she bowed her head on her hands, 
and remained absolutely still for awhile, then 
she looked up. 

"Could you turn back, dear?" she said 
wistfully. 

*'What is done, is done," I said. *'Even if 
I wished to turn back, I could not — the night I 
left your house I became the Ferryman " 

I stopped, too late. I had given her an idea 
that was to germinate slowly in her mind, and 
bear fruit later. 

** I think," she said, '* there is a great deal in 
sending our thoughts, surcharged with kind- 
ness and goodwill towards those we love — that 
when we think of them with bitterness and 
doubt, they suffer — are even predisposed to evil 
— ' let Thy love prevent and follow us ' — what 
does it mean but that — to 'go before,' and 
follow ? " 
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" And so " (she smiled — ^was there ever any- 
thing so brave, so forlorn as that smile ?) *' I may 
be able to help you, if ever so little, on your 
forward, dangerous way — ^so reckless — so wil- 
ful," she added in a suddenly far-off voice, and 
groped blindly for the door, then suddenly her 
fimbs gave way, I caught her just in time, 
and she sank upon a couch, while I kneeled on 
the ground beside her. Her head fell back, 
through half-closed eyes she looked at me, 
tense, dumb with passion, there was on her face 
the look of swooning Francesca, when the book 
slips through Paolo's hands, and ^' that day 
they read no more . . ." my God, no love, no 
passion ! when had I ever seen it — save here, 
in this half-fainting woman ? 

And I dared not touch her, kiss those parted, 
thirsting lips, answer the cry of the whole 
yielding body . . . then suddenly her whole 
frame relaxed, in that longing which for the 
moment rent soul from body, she lost con- 
sciousness. 

• ••••• 

*' Miss Rimmon has fainted," I said to her 
mother when I had found her, and taking her 
to the door of Frances' room, I left her to 
go in alone. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

THE HANGMAN'S NOOSE 

LOOK I NG back on the months that immedi- 
ately followed Huldah's departure, I see 
great happenings, see myself pursuing with a 
recklessness that seemed to make me immune 
from discovery, the career planned by Tom 
Shippon, for Giles's warning had not yet come 
true, there seemed none to hinder me as I went 
on my way, the demon of restlessness spurring 
me ever to fresh effort, till, as I got farther and 
farther in, the instincts of the hunter in me were 
fully roused, and my secret flair gave the only 
zest I now had to life. 

And since the afflicted did not always come 
in my way, I sought, made it my business to 
find them ; whenever I saw in the health resorts 
of England a wreck of a man in a bath-chair, 
and with that look in his eyes I came to know 
well, I challenged him, found means of intro- 
ducing myself, and we being both of one mind, 
the rest was easy, I travelled much, went 
everywhere, into many English towns and 
villages, became an inveterate gossip to find out 

270 
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where hopeless cases of illness hid themselves ; 
and I never gave my secret away to an hysterical 
fool, only between me and those made strong 
through agony, and who never betrayed me, 
there was established at once an understanding ; 
the cursing died out of their eyes, ** Whenf 
they have asked, without words, and I have 
answered back ** Soon," in the same way, the rest 
has been purely a matter of time and opportunity. 

To the happy, my eyes told nothing — they 
looked at, and past me, the unhappy were 
instantly arrested, there is a freemasonry 
between pain, and those who have persistently 
looked on pain, and the miserables searched 
my eyes like shipwrecked men sweeping the 
horizon for a sign of rescue. Yet to not one in 
a hundred of those who questioned me thus, did 
I give the countersign, often their reasons for 
wishing to die were purely fictitious — with the 
Pessimists — the morally sick — I would have 
nothing to do, they would find their poison 
without me ; nor with the cowards, nor sluggards, 
who wished to taste the peace of Death, having 
never dripped with the mingled agony and joy 
of life. 

The class in which I found least disease, was 
that hardy one of sportsmen and sportswomen 
which displayed a Spartan indifference to pain, 
broke its bones out hunting as a matter of course, 
and occasionally its skull when it happened to 
be thinner than other folk's, but never developed 
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imaginary disorders, or complaints bred of soft 
living. Curly 's "hardness" had stood him in 
good stead, he was making progress, slight but 
definite, it might be years, instead of months, 
before he would ever walk again, still his face 
was turned towards life, not from it, and he 
had only one regret now in the world, that his 
little mother had not lived to rejoice with him 
over his recovery. 

Occasionally ne lent Nurse Grace to go to 
some urgent case that demanded special atten- 
tion, and in her absence had a male attendant, 
but he did not require nearly so much looking 
after as formerly, and practically lived out of 
doors. 

In my brief visits to Fitz warren, where I did 
not shoot that autumn as usual, they noticed 
my haggard looks, but if Hubert was quietly 
observing me all the while (as I knew later), 
and in his silent man's way grieving for me, 
Frances put everything down to the unhappy 
state of affairs between Huldah and myself, and 
which I tacitly refused to discuss with her. 

I believe Jess and Huldah corresponded, but 
the former told me nothing. She had taken 
Mornington to Wales for the heart-cure, 
and remained there throughout August and 
September. In her brief letters to me, she said 
little, being of the rare kind that neither writes 
nor tells bad things unnecessarily, she always 
declared that you will find people willing, nay. 
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eager, to tell ill news, because they are so much 
more sorry for themselves in having to tell it, 
than for the person who receives it — it makes 
them so important 

But when, early in October, they returned to 
Brook Street, I saw that Mornington was dying 
by almost imperceptible degrees, and on every 
return from one of my country journeys, I 
always found him a little thinner, a little paler, 
a little deeper sunk in the melancholy that 
would not suffer him to be candid or repent, and 
it was this total incapacity for repentance and 
atonement, that made me sometimes think that 
his whole will and personality were subject to 
some maleficent power, that even now, when 
he crawled out, it was to see that other woman 
still — not because he wanted to go, but because 
he must. 

Thus, though Jess's heart yearned over him, 
and I knew that a hundred times a day she 
longed to throw her arms round that wasted 
neck, and forgive him as only a generous heart 
like hers could, he kept always between them a 
wall of impenetrable reserve that she could not 
break down, and it seemed as if he would die 
unshriven, unrepentant, a shadow slipping away 
to shadows — for as he believed in no future life, 
so he had no fear of death. Fatalist he was, 
with that dreary, hopeless philosophy which 
passes unobserved in a man when the blood 
runs warm in his veins, and he is busy at his 
18 
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work, whether of good or evil ; such philosophy 
as, doing away entirely with the doctrine of Free 
Will, is usually accompanied by complete non- 
morality, and has the inevitable result of lower- 
ing the vitality, and vitiating the spirit of the 
whole man. 

And Jess, forlornly brave, since he was now 
necessarily much more at home, made the 
drawing-room gayer and brighter than ever with 
flowers, encouraged the visits of young and 
lively people, tried in every possible way to 
pass cheerily for him these long hours of the 
twenty-four to which he had so indifferentiy 
consigned her^ when his own affairs took him 
incessantly abroad. 

My old antagonism died out before the 
message in his face as she and I made lists for 
charities, added up sums of money ; sometimes 
I saw him watching first me, then Jess, weigh- 
ing, considering us, as if he would reckon up 
exactly the amount of liking, of love even, 
between us, and one October afternoon when 
we were drinking tea by the fire (for he 
suffered much from cold) he said quietly, 

** I should like to see Holman Gifford — ^ask 
him to come one day, soon." 

Jess promised, without a trace of nervousness 
or surprise, and wrote the note that evening ; I 
happened to be there when, three days later, 
Gifford came. He started visibly at the change 
in Mornington, though he had probably heard 
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rumours of the other's ill health, and as we all 
sat together, each man busy with thoughts of 
Jess and her future, she alone being apparently 
unconcerned, I yet noticed a subtle change in 
her manner to her husband, it was warmer, 
kinder, it was as if she said to her lover, " I 
love my husband," and Mornington deliberately 
traded on it, caressingly touched her hand with 
some of his old insolent proprietorship, bring- 
ing the blood to her cheek as he alone had 
power to do. 

I saw Holman whiten, as from a sharp 
physical blow, saw the malice and triumph in 
Mornington's sunken eyes, and afterwards, as 
we were walking away together, we talked of 
Lessing's state of health, and I told him that 
the doctor gave another month, possibly less. 
Holman spoke bitterly of the extraordinary 
hold her htisband had over Jess, and which he 
believed would continue after Mornington's 
death — he seemed more preoccupied by this 
than the death of the man himself. 

''Can't you see?" I said roughly, "that 
Jess must fulfil herself? That she is happier 
in being unhappy, but doing the right thing, 
than if she were happy, and did the wrong ? " 

But Mornington was put entirely out of my 
head for a time by my own urgent affairs, for 
things fell out precisely as Giles had predicted, 
though, as is usual in the unexpected and minor 
calamities of life, it was a friend who wrought 
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the harm, and, in more senses than one, almost 
cut short my career. 

Late in the season I had come unexpectedly 
on a little woman I had not seen about for 
months, and whom I had missed, as apart from 
her most beautiful voice, she was a delightful 
companion, adored by us men for her gaiety, 
and charm, and goodness of heart 

"Don't you know?'* she said quite cheerily, 
when I reproached her for her long absence, 
*' I have been operated on twice for cancer — 
the doctors say it is only a question of two or 
three months now." 

She spoke as casually as if the time of day 
were in question, and the pluck, the sheer 
gallantry of the thing, moved me ; seeing this, 
she smiled, touched my arm with her kind 
little hand, and said, 

**Come and see me at the old address," then 
turned to the piano, where she sat down and sang 
— sang as only she could, and I saw my hostess, 
who loved her, fighting back her tears — to 
sing like that — when she was dying — like that. 

After this I saw Nella often, and though 
her courage never faltered, I knew that tne 
closing scenes would tax even her fortitude to 
the utmost, and dreaded them, as up to now 
the pain had been to a certain extent kept 
under, and she was quite alone, and very 
wealthy, having only distant relatives, but 
many friends. 
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Gradually this circle narrowed down to just 
a few others besides myself, and I would some- 
times talk to her, among other things, of Jess's 
work and mine among the struggling classes, 
reduced to a system now, and never neglected ; 
and she would listen with close attention, and 
wish that she had herself devoted some time 
and money to philanthropy, but the idea of her 
leaving her money to me, to be used for the 
poor, never once crossed my mind. 

When in October, sheer agony left her 
breathless, praying for death, and her doctors 
looked grimly on, forbidden to spare her one 
pang, I chose my opportunity, asked her 
consent, at first given eagerly, then recon- 
sidered, as it was not " brave " to slip off like 
that — then, as the endless days and nights 
passed, and her will broke down, she asked 
me of her own accord — and I released her. 

The doctor in attendance gave a certificate 
grudgingly, and after hesitation, he was 
puzzled by the unexpected release — the same 
being a direct reflection on his ability to con- 
serve life for weeks longer in the tortured 
body. But when it was found that she had 
left me her whole fortune, he and the relations 
hinted at exhumation, and I sent at once for 
Giles Magellan, who fought with, and routed 
the lesser man's opinion, finally conciliating 
him in some unknown way, while the angry 
relations expressed themselves satisfied, by my 
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prompt renunciation, in their favour, of all I 
had inherited, as I intended from the first 

But it was a near thing — I had sailed as 
close to the wind as a man may who escapes 
total shipwreck, and when Giles, having saved 
me by incredible exertions, came to Jermyn 
Street, more shaggy, more unkempt than ever, 
and called on me to abandon my mad, and 
what he called criminal, practices, I knew that 
my career of mercy was over. 

"The hangman's noose for Hubert's 
brother!" he cried in bitterest gibe; *'to be 
strung up like any common pilferer of former 
days, because you have killed a woman for he): 
money! If that dolt, that inhuman ass had 
got poor little Nella's body exhumed, nothing 
could have saved you — the long sequence of 
deaths wherever you have visited, would have 
fallen into line — you would be in process of 
modelling for Madame Tussaud's at this 
moment, as one of the most wholesale mur- 
derers that ever lived, instead of standing a 
free man where you are — and youVe got to 
stop it, Ravanel, or by God, Til tell the truth 
—turn informer on you myself I " 

I nodded. 

** Poor Shippon," I said — but it was of 
Huldah I was thinking — of how uselessly I 
had sacrificed her and myself. 

**The man's a crank," said Giles, beginning 
to calm down ; " let him go on using his money 
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to good purpose, with you and Lady Jessica as 
almoners — and do you leave the Ferryman 
business alone. It's too big a job for one man 
to carry on his shoulders — though Til admit 
youVe done your part very gallantly, with an 
amazing coolness and aplomb — anyone but 
you would have been found out, and hanged 
long ago. Well — youVe helped humanity — 
not a doubt about it — now take the first boat 
over to that fascinating Miss Huldah, marry 
her — settle down at Hornblotton, and be 
happy." 

Our eyes met — his expression changed, 
softened. 

** What is it, Paul, niy boy ? " he said gently. 

** When I became the Ferryman, I lost her," 
I said. 

** No — no," he broke out, as if something in 
my eyes hurt him — " that girl has a lofty mind 
and soul, and recognises yours — what you did 
'W3,spour le bon motif — and I don't say that you 
weren't right — only the idea's unworkable as 
society is at present constituted — ^youVe made 
a good fight, now you've got to be happy. 
When you feel like doubting Evangeline's 
love, go down to Fitzwarren, and look at your 
portrait — and grow like it — ^as you must with 
her beside you — as she will be, when you ask 
herr 
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"THE WINE-PRESS OF GOD 
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MORNINGTON died late in October— 
that he made his peace with Jess at the 
last, I am sure ; that in his heart he had always 
loved her best, in spite of one vile woman 
(and some others), and an overwhelming pro- 
pensity, I am equally certain ; but I do not 
believe that he ever asked her forgiveness, or 
expressed sorrow, he knew too well that if 
allowed to live, he would have done it all over 
again, not because he wished, but because in 
his fatal morne philosophy, he had to. 

He refused to have Su-zu's child brought to 
him (Jess knew the story now), merely remark- 
ing that he had never cared for children, but 
might have made an exception for Jess s — and 
in some woman's way, this was very sweet to 
her, and in after years she often spoke secretly 
of it to me, as a little fount of joy that bubbled 
up in a well of bitter waters. 

Where is the justice that makes the man of 
evil life, who has done incalculable harm, die 
peacefully, without pain, while those who have 



280 



"THE WINE-PRESS OF GOD'' 281 

spent their lives in good deeds and helping 
others, die inch by inch in torture ? It seems 
to be the rule that this should be so, not the 
exception ; and Mornington died very quietly 
in Jess's arms, and the old memories held them 
together, and made them happy together, at the 
last — it is improbable that he thought of what 
a radiant thing his life and hers might have 
made together, had he run straight — all he felt 
consciously was the warmth of her young, 
strong arms about him, the softness of her lips, 
as he slipped away from them into the slumber 
that he believed would never be broken. 

He had loved her better than any other 
woman, in his way, and there had never been 
any real break in her love for him, so, when 
Jess buried her man, she buried her heart with 
him, and Holman Gifford came to know that 
he had had no chance from first to last, that 
she was to be a one-man woman always. 

As she sat beside me later in her black 
gown, I spoke of her future plans, and, since 
Jess and I were always direct with each other 
in our methods, I spoke of Gifford. 

** Paul ! " — she sprang up suddenly, and 
threw her arms wide — " I am a wild creature," 
there was the agony of a trapped thing, or one 
that fears trapping, in her fierce cry ; " Morn- 
ington left me perfectly free" — (**to go to per- 
dition," I muttered) **to grow to my full moral 
and mental stature — I could never wear a yoke 
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on my shoulders now, be subject to any man's 
authority again — a wild creature I must remain 
to the end." 

*' Poor Gifford," I said 

"Oh! we shall be friends, Paul," she cried 
e^erly. '' It is much better, and lasts so much 
longer, and the boy will take up so much of my 
time — and there are the charities to look after," 
she added reproachfully. 

I nodded, half sighed, even if I had shaken 
myself free of one half of Tom Shippon's 
Trust, I was bound to fulfil the other — and I 
longed for Hornblotton ; as a man in a fever 
longs for water, so did I for the simple, out- 
door life, and sanity of mind and body. 

"What do you propose to do — to keep on 
this house ? " I said. 

" I shall let it furnished — send Jack to 
Harrow, and live in the town near him." 

" You'll undo every bit of good the school- 
life does him." 

"No — counteract the evil effects of it. I'll 
make the boy a good sportsman in every sense 
of the word — and he has got to get used to me 
— to love me — all women are poor creatures to 
boys of his age — but he has a lovely disposition, 
his mother was a good girl, you see — ^and I can 
make most people love me if I choose." 

I nodded — her handling of children, of all 
young things, amounted to genius — already I 
saw that the boy adored her as a comrade, and 
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the check he forced her to keep on her grief 
was a salutary one. 

** Frances and Hubert are more reconciled to 
it now — but my 'p'tites Michus/" she smiled, 
**will be jealous! Giles Magellan was here 
yesterday," she added — " I mean to keep in 
touch with him always now — ^Jack is very 
attached to him — and though Giles so hated 
the whole situation at first, I think he realises 
we shall make a sort of home for him now — 
we shall probably come to blows over Jack's 
education and rearing before we have done — " 
she smiled again, rang, and sent for the boy, 
who came immediately. 

He should have been named after his father, 
for he was fair of skin, sunny -haired, and hazel- 
eyed like Mornington, but with a look of 
warmth, of sincerity, his father had not, and a 
rich mischief in his eye that would find its echo 
in Jess's as time went on, so that I found 
myself wondering to what rash escapades it 
would eventually carry the bright j)air. 

He greeted me gracefully, his manners were 
charming, then came close up to Jess. 

** There's that gun, Cousin Jess," he said 
eagerly (for so he called her), ** may I have it ? " 

** Not yet — not till we go into the country " 
— for it had been arranged that they were to 
spend Christmas with me at Hornblotton. 
** Then Captain Ravanel will take you into the 
woods, and teach you to shoot." 
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His face fell a moment, but his gaiety quickly 
returned. It was Jess's own brave spirit, that 
only rose the higher for temporary check, and 
I saw that she loved him already, but was very 
careful not to hurt his incipient manliness by 
over-much caressing, once I saw her hand stray 
towards the fair head, then fall as if she put 
on herself a severe restraint To the worid, he 
was just a distant cousin who would in future 
live with her in her widowhood, but the opinion 
of it mattered very little to Jess, then or at any 
other time, she had her own code of morals and 
ethics that fully sufficed her. 

Clara came presendy to call him to tea ; left 
alone, Jess looked at me wistfully, tenderiy, 
her little face was very white, very thin against 
the dark hair undisguised by any cap, her blue 
eyes were more intensely blue, more true than 
ever — the red strands seemed to be gone. 

" Dear," she said, ** youTl never know all the 
comfort you Ve been to me — the good you've 
done me — how you stopped me on my down- 
ward path — and if I had gone to pieces then, 
where should I have been when ke wanted me 'i 
Or if I had left him " 

I nodded — I saw now how right, how true 
her instincts were, how her old-fashioned view 
that divorce leads to the brutalising of man, 
the destruction of reverence for women, and a 
defiance of divine authority on earth, gave 
proof of a noble conception of the meaning of 
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that "for better, for worse," that is so glibly 
promised, as it is constantly forsworn by 
women. 

" Paul," she said, " I have been able to help 
you so little — but I am glad — glad, that what- 
ever it is you have been doing, is done with 
now — I never asked your confidence, dear, 
there was a wall between us after you came 
back from America I could not see over, but 
it did not make you happy — the experiment 
you tried, failed," — she sorrowfully put one 
finger in the deep furrow that had come 
between my brows, — "sometimes I have 
thought it was that kept you and Huldah 
apart. " 

"Good-bye, my dear," I said, and stooped 
and kissed her cheek for the first time. It is 
possible that it marked the change in her state 
— for she would never have suffered, nor I 
have offered it, in Mornington's lifetime, and 
she broke down, and clung to me for a moment, 
sobbing passionately. 

" Paul," she said, " I dream of him each 
night — ^and he is my lover once again, and we 
are happy — happy — somehow he is more mine 
in death than he ever was in life. Good-bye, 
God bless you — and when you are quite rested 
— cross over your beloved Bridge once more — 
and bring back with you, Huldah, who loves 
— loves you." 

But I shook my head as I turned away — my 
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heart contracting, for I knew that the sign 
must come from Huldah, that I would never 
cross the Atlantic without it . . . was her 
story to be Evangeline's after all — ^and only 
when we were old, old people would we come 
together at last — only to part ? 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

"WHAT I ASPIRED TO BE, AND 
WAS NOT, COMFORTS ME" 

WELCOME to Hornblotton ! " said 
Hubert, throwing open the house- 
door as he spoke, and the quaint, mellow old 
place seemed to extend a glad, warm embrace 
as I crossed the threshold, while a gleam of 
November sunshine danced on the panelled 
walls. A feeling rushed over me that here, 
at last, was home^ that within it, peace, content, 
and even happiness were to be mine. 

The shallow oak staircase rose direct from the 
square hall, to right and left were the living- 
rooms, made beautiful by Frances' pickings and 
stealings from Fitzwarren, broad and airy they 
were, if somewhat low, with cushioned seats 
below the diamond lattice-panes of the windows, 
and deep recessed hearths in which fragrant logs 
were burning. 

We visited the drawing-room, a veritable 
ladies' bower, then the study, all bachelor's 
comfort, and warm red, ascended the easy stairs 
to a broad landing, off which gave spacious 
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bedrooms, all chintz and freshness, then returned 
to the dining-room, where a round table, almost 
as elegant as Alice Gildersleeves*, was laid for 
luncheon, making me declare that Hubert would 
find neither silver dish, nor china plate to eat 
out of, for here again, Frances had robbed him 
of the very best. 

" You are spoiling me, Hubert," I said ; and 
then Bluett came in with hot dishes, he and his 
wife, the latter an incomparable cook, being 
another of Frances* little surprises for me. 

"Thank God you're here," my brother said, 
when later on we were alone, there was intense 
relief in his voice. ** Did you think you could 
hide it from me, Paul ? I know you so well — 
and I love you so well — IVe watched your 
character ever since you were a little chap, you 
know, and Tve worried a good deal these past 
months, but I knew your temper — and that no 
one could help you but yourself — Frances" — 
he paused — **has set it all down to your unre- 
quited love for Huldah. But it's fading from 
your face fast " 

- What ? " 

**That look of pain — not for yourself, but for 
others." 

** Huldah says I looked reckless," I exclaimed. 

"A reckless man is mostly an unhappy one," 
he said. " Some men have no brains to go out 
of, no hearts to wring, or consciences to sear — 
you are not one of them." 
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Across the table I looked straight into his 
eyes. 

'* How much do you know, Hubert? " I said. 

He smiled, and the intolerable weight that 
a moment before had crushed me, lifted, 
but that beautiful soul had deeps none knew 
of, and I never could be sure how much he 
guessed. 

*' It was something or other that old crank 
Shippon made you do," he said, ** something 
whicn worried you badly, and often made me 
regret I had left you behind in America. Still 
— you met Huldah there." 

" Hubert," I said, ** I have nearly drowned in 
deep waters, I have done wrong, even worse 
than wrong, but it has been nothing mean or 
dishonourable — not at all to my own advantage 
— do you remember putting that question to 
me on board ship ? " 

He held out his hand across the table, and 
gripped mine hard. 

"It*s over, Paul, done with — we will never 
speak of it again. Now for the future. Bingham 
wants you to take over his duties as Master of 
Hounds, this will occupy you pretty well in 
the winter, in summer you can be one of my 
bailiffs, and help me no end — for the latter 
I shall pay in a thousand a year to your 
account — of course the Kennels and Hunt 
expenses are my business." 

'* ril take over the Hounds with pleasure," I 
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said, "but as to the other money — I couldn't 
spend it, Hubert, and its sheer robbery." 

Hubert laughed. 

" Frances says your wife will like to go to 
town sometimes," he said, "and you will want 
new stables for your little racing stud — ^the 
stables are the one unsatisfactory feature of the 
place." 

We had risen, and gone to the window, where 
we stood looking out at the spacious, old-world 
garden, his arm thrown in the old boyish way 
round my shoulders. 

"Shell never come here, Hubert," I said. 
" If I thought she would, I'd be the happiest 
man alive to-day." 

"Go and fetch her," he said, with a warm 
conviction that set my blood dancing — " don't 
trust to letters — ^she'll never say ' No to you to 
your face ! " 

We took our hats, and went out into the chill 
November day, all spring in my veins, the bare 
trees, the empty garden beautiful as if flower, 
and bud, and leaf rioted there in freshest life, 
and at every step I took, I fell more and more 
in love with my new kingdom. 

It was in reality one of the dower-houses on 
the Fitzwarren estate, and had been kept to 
perfection by its last tenants, rosary, pleas- 
aunce, flower and kitchen gardens, tennis 
grounds and bowling alley, pyramid orchard 
and vineries all in perfect order, but, as 
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Hubert had said, the stabling was unworthy 
of the place. 

The short winter's afternoon drew in while 
Hubert and I were still planning the best site 
for the new buildings, and then we went in to 
tea, which was served in the wax-lit drawing- 
room, the prevailing note of it being a very soft, 
delicate pink. 

" Huldah is a little pale, you know," said 
Hubert slily ; it was curious how he took it for 
granted she would come here, and then my 
heart sank suddenly, my false hopes vanished, 
they did not know — ^probably never would, but 
Huldah knew. 

"Curly is overjoyed at your settling down 
here," he said, "he asked me to beg you to go 
over to-morrow. Giles Magellan is a wizard — 
the boy advances perceptibly — though it may 
be a long time before he will walk. If only 
his mother had lived — yet sometimes I think 
the tremendous rally he made when she was in 
need of him, materially helped his recovery, 
that if he had given way then, lost heart — he 
would have lived on, an incurable, to the end. 
This is one of the cases that convince one how 
Tom Shippon's Euthanasia scheme will never 
become practicable — because it may be better 
that a thousand should die in pain, than one 
life be taken when recovery is possible." 

Hubert's eyes were thoughtful, he was not 
looking at, or apparently thinking of me — so 
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far as I knew, he had had no opportunity of 
observing the track of death I left behind me, 
and suddenly he changed the conversation. 

•* This room is very charming," he said ; and 
so it was, in its soft pinks and yellows, with 
the contrast of old engravings, its portieres of 
old yellow lace over pink, its l:x>wls of flowers, 
while the satin couch on which we sat, with 
its soft cushions seemed to invite a woman's 
form. 

"You'll dine with us at Fitzwarren to- 
night?" he said, and smiled when I shook 
my head. 

"I'm too happy," I said; "how ungrateful 
that sounds — but I've got a fancy that I've come 
into port at last — and I want to enjoy it to the 
full to-night." 

"Poor Shippon," said Hubert, absently, 
looked at his watch, started, and declared he 
must go. 

I walked part of the way across the park 
with him, and presently he spoke of Jess. 

"Can the child of such a father turn out 
well.^" he said. "Jess will have heredity to 
reckon with — but he is young, and she will 
give him every chance. Frances may get 
more used to it in time — and Giles Magellan 
strongly approves of the arrangement." 

My heart smote me — here again, this time 
with Giles to help me, I was deceiving this 
gentle soul who knew nothing of Su-zu's later 
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history, but I swore to myself that henceforth 
my life should be an open page to the best 
brother that ever lived. 

There was a young moon, and enough star- 
light to see by ; when we had parted, I slowly 
retraced my steps, let the full flood of hope, of 
happiness sweep over me as it willed. 

"O! Mariner this soul hath been 
Alone on a wide, wide sea!" 

how wide a sea, how lonely a soul, I had not 
realised till I came into harbour here at last. 

If I had made no actual mistakes, it was 
more by luck than ability that I had escaped 
them ; the one, the greatest mistake of all, I 
had been saved from by Curly's indomitable 
pluck — yet in spite of all, and magnificent 
object-lesson as he was, I had refused to profit 
by it — it was Giles Magellan who had saved 
me from the precipice at the end of the road 
I raced down so madly. Now, looking back, I 
wondered if really it were le bon motif y as 
Giles said, that had upheld, and kept me from 
detection — or the devil's own luck ? 

I thought of Tom Shippon, as a monkey who 
had used me as a cat's-paw — yet I was to blame, 
for the love of power had tempted me from 
the beginning, and the hunter's fierce appetite 
had done the rest. 

As I lay on my bed that night, and in the 
darkness summoned before me those I had put 
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to death, not one of all that long procession 
turned to me in hatred, in upbraiding, but 
with eager looks, and glad welcome, and 
smiling Rps that blessed me, and it was with 
that heart-warmth, that close human compre- 
hension enfolding me, that at last on my first 
night at Hornblotton, I fell asleep. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

AT WHITETHORN 

IT wanted rather more than a week to 
Christmas, and Giles Magellan, Curly 
and I, were in the dining-room at Whitethorn, 
Curly promoted to a sofa, all three of us 
smoking, and settled down to a comfortable 
after-dinner " palaver." Yet while Giles talked 
that night on every subject under heaven, 
throwing illumination on all he touched, neither 
he nor I felt that Curly was out of it, the boy 
did not seem so young to us now, suffering, 
and a sudden tremendous sense of his obliga- 
tions to his mother, had changed him from a 
selfish, happy-go-lucky youngster to a thoughtful 
man, with very definite ideas of life and its 
duties, and opinions of his own. 

Giles was in high, even tempestuous spirits, 
that I was settled safely out of mischief at 
Hornblotton, he thanked God — that Curly was 
making an unusually rapid progress towards 
recovery, was another source of rejoicing, 
while the mothering of Jack by Jess, and the 
latter's eager renewal of the old friendship, so 
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that where the two dwelled, made home for 
him, conduced to a greater happiness than he 
had known for years. 

They were all coming to me for Christmas, 
Curly included, and we were to have great 
times, even if Jack were too old for Christmas 
trees — and suddenly I found myself in the 
Rimmon study, watching Huldah thread pop- 
corn, and handsome Jack eating candy, felt 
Anna Lisa's little soft head against my shoulder, 
heard the sweetness of Eileen's violin . . . 

My very sense of happiness as I sat with 
Curly and Giles that night made me demand 
more, and presently Giles scowled at me, and 
asked, "Why not be like Curly here, who 
never had a heartache through a girl in his 
life ? " 

" I always preferred horses," said Curly 
frankly, **so there is no credit due to me. But 
if ever I do fall in love, it will be with some 
one as much like her as possible." 

From where he lay, the boy could see 
Huldah's sketch of his mother and himself, 
painted in Italy — it was the best likeness of 
her he had ever had, only genius could have 
wrought the miracle. 

Giles's eyes followed Curly's. 

** Evangeline has bewitched you," he said, 
" Lady Jessica is just as bad, and Hubert and 
Lady Fitzwarren are in the same boat. There 
is time for you, Paul, to run over and be back 
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by the New Year — not alone — and there's 
Tom Shippon, bring him along too — " and he 
gave me a queer look, unseen by Curly. 

** That's the old chap I met one night at 
dinner at Fitzwarren," said Curly, **he had 
the most extraordinary ideas I ever heard 
about euthanasia." 

'*By the way, Curly," said Giles coolly, 
" what are your ideas on the subject ? " 

** I used to think," blurted out the boy, 
" that when a person was as badly smashed up, 
say as I was — it was a positively unsportsman- 
like thing not to put him out of his misery — 
but I don't think so now." 

*' Why not?" 

" Because there are others to be considered 
— those who love you, and whom you love — 
supposing I had blown my brains out when I 
heard I should have to lie still for the rest of 
my life — with my temperament too — who 
would have taken care of my little mother 
when she fell ill ? Once you have resolved to 
stick it for others, you persist in it for yourself 
— because your moral fibre is toughened — 
because you have formed the habit of en- 
durance — " he stopped short, and coloured, 
** it's only cowards who go out," he said. 

Was H alii well, physically so brave, a moral 
coward } Did he think of his wife as Curly 
had thought of his mother.^ If suffering 
worked to such results in this boy, why 
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should it not work to the same good in 
others ? 

''But don't you think that, unknown to 
yourself, you hoped ? *' I said. 

He shook his head. 

" I had no hope whatever — when Giles told 
me what he did, I couldn't at first believe it 
But " — he hesitated — " I tasted that joy of 
protectii^ what I loved — and so understood 
what the strong feel in protecting us. The 
very worst suffering of all — if we set our teeth 
hard, and realise that we don't matter much, 
really, only to what loves us — is bearable." 

Giles nodded, mixed himself another whisky- 
and-soda, and looked triumphantly at me. 

"I think," I said to Curly, "that you 
misunderstand Tom Shippon's idea of eutha- 
nasia, nearly everyone does — he never pro- 
posed to apply it to the venerable, the weak, 
the beloved — those whose lives are sweet in 
their dependence on love (for all the noble 
qualities run into giving, and receiving), he 
meant in cases of extreme agony — such as you 
have never known — so how can you tell what 
you would do under the circumstances ? " 

Curly's lean jaws gritted. 

"As I said before, stick it out," he said. 
"A limit must come to the suffering — there 
should be none to a man's courage and will- 

Eower. Think what brutes we should be, if we 
ad no infirm people to be kind to — to tend — 
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everyone callously fit in nerves and body — the 
afflicted keep our hearts tender, even as we 
keep theirSy when our turn comes — it is the 
afflicted who are the best-beloved — and the only 
half-way house God permits, is that of suicide, 
in which case you take your own life, and your 
guilt is on your own head — in euthanasia, you 
take your brother's-^there can be no compari- 
son in the relative degree of guilt — and after 
all, it is only one life, one pain." 

"But is there only one life?" said Giles. 
** How do you know that ? What is it, this 
principle of life that flies hither and thither — 
now entering a prince's body, now a peasant's } 
Why is it vicious in one, good in another 
— and why do some people do amazing things 
from infancy — things they can never have been 
taught — never seen, or experienced ? " 

** When a man does great things," said Curly 
stoutly, " it's usually from sheer grit and energy, 
more than from gifts born in him— and when 
he fails, if you whittle it sheer down to its 
bones — isn't most of it his own fault } When 
everything goes wrong — is there not some big 
reason at the back of it } " 

" You are wrong, boy," said Giles. " A man 
born with a good brain should thank God for 
it daily, for so many are not — and personally, I 
have always profoundly pitied the dull-witted, 
unvitalised offspring of cold and sluggish, or 
degenerate parents, they are no more to be 
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blamed for their failure in life, than if they had 
been bom without the necessary number of 
arms and legs. The scorn of the highly 
vitalised, the bright ones of the earth, is a 
cruelty committed open-eyed, every day by us 
careless ones — Paul is especially prone to that 
sin— or used to be," he added, .shaking his 
shaggy head at me. 

'• I wonder if Nurse Grace has gone to 
bed?" I said, suddenly remembering her. 
" ril go and see." 

I found her in the morning-room, reading- 
she smiled at sight of me, and closed her 
book. 

" When Mr. Drummond can spare you, you 
are giving up nursing, Grace ? " I said, I had 
called her that now for some time. 

** Yes." 

Her lips trembled slightly. There were 
little hollows in her cheeks, and a deeper look 
in her eyes — they had been there ever since 
she nursed Nella at the end of her illness, 
since Giles had done battle with Nella's doctor 
— and Grace had helped him. 

** It's no use," I said. 

"It's no use — " we looked each other 
squarely in the eyes, and she sighed. 

" Mr. Drummond has taught me many 
things," she said, "and his recovery goes far 
to excuse the doctors' theory, but all the same, 
I am tired of human pain — and so " 
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"You will marry," I said warmly, encourag- 
ingly, for she had been one of the best friends 
I had ever had, rendering me extraordinary 
aid under difficult and dangerous circumstances, 
but tacitly, without a single word of explanation 
between us, and what we had just said to each 
other, was the most we had ever said, or should 
say. 

** I shall never marry," she said, and went 
suddenly very white. "Remember that I 
am always at your service if you want me." 

I shook my head. 

" I shall never want you as nurse again — as 
my friend, always," I said. 

We shook hands, and she went away quickly, 
leaving me there alone. 

" I must be off now. Curly," I said, when I 
returned to the dining-room, "and you are 
keeping Grace up — " for he was still dependent 
on her more or less. 

" I don't mean to lend her to you again," 
said Curly, " I missed her fearfully on her 
visits to your friends — and though she always 
came back quickly, she always looked tired to 
death." 

" I have no occasion to borrow her again," 
I said. "Good-night, remember youVe got 
to come over to Hornblotton nqt later than 
the end of next week," and he promised. 

Giles saw me to the door, and wished 
me a boisterous farewell — I left him on 
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the doorstep, spouting the address to the 
Countryman — 



«c 



To recompense our tillage, 
The heaven affords us showers; 
And for our sweet refreshment 
The earth affords us bowers; 

Then call away 
And wind along with me ! ** 



CHAPTER XXX 

AT BROOKLYN BRIDGE 

TH E following day, by the morning's post, 
I received a letter from Huldah. 

"Paul," she said, '* my pride and selfishness 
were the direct cause of your taking the wrong 
path, and morally I am responsible for any 
spiritual wreckage that has come to you, but if 
ever you feel able to turn your back on your 
present life, and to act as the dictates of God 
and your own heart command, come to me, and 
I will take you as you are, with all the sins I 
have made you commit . . . I — chief sinner . . . 

" You spoke in riddles, but love unriddles all, 
the puzzle - pieces have fallen into place — 
standing back from the events of the past year, 
I think I see . . . * Death {and happiness) walk 
behind me,' you said — ^you spoke unconsciously, 
but afterwards I remembered your asking me if 
I thought it right that in hopeless stages of 
suffering, people should be put out of their pain, 
and I said ' yes,' perhaps raised the first hand 
to push you towards your doom — and after- 
wards, and this was worse, withheld the sign 

80S 
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that would have kept you in safety beside me ! 
You thought you could be a law unto yourself, 
my poor, enthusiastic boy, and worked on by 
a powerful influence from without, you started 
on your Quixotic quest — for a time allowed 
your judgment to be swayed by imagination, 
by a warm love of humanity, forgetting that 
none may meddle betwixt God and the lives 
that He has given — ^and the man who tempted 
you was Tom Shippon (forgive him I cannot). 
He made no secret of his views on board ship, 
and the money of which you spoke, and with 
which you tried needlessly to blacken yourself, 
was the money he placed in your hands for 
yours and Lady Jessica's scheme of phil- 
anthropy (and here he did well). You see, 
Paul, how deftly I have pieced all the scraps 
together — many daylight hours, months of 
sleepless ones have gone to the problem. I 
know you well — how the pride that is in your 
blood has not suffered you to stain your honour, 
or do one cruel or mean action, that however 
I may grieve over your errors of judgment, I 
have no occasion to be ashamed of you — faults, 
crimes even, in what we love don't matter — 
they are only stains on a man's robes — not the 
man himself. And since you must always be 
dearer to me than the best man ever could be, 
if you will take me to share your life, your 
dangers (not from future, but past actions), 
Paul — come ! Meet me at five of the clock on 
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the Bridge at the exact spot where you have 
so often stood to see the 'heavenly hills/ 
where I have so often stood alone. Huldah. 

"You see how very, very sure I am of 
you." 

I cabled over to her — " On Christmas Eve, 
at the old place, Paul," and rode with it into 
the town, I also wired to the Cunard Company 
for a berth in the ship sailing the following 
day, and to Jess, ** Though I shall not be with 
you to keep Christmas at Hornblotton, Huldah 
and I hope to be home soon after the New 
Year." 

The rest of the day was taken up with 
Fitz warren, and arrangements at Hornblotton 
and elsewhere. Hubert drove me to catch 
the night mail, and I sailed next morning. 
• ••..« 

The voyage over was dull and disagreeable, 
almost as rough as when Huldah earned her 
right to the title of splendid sailor; in the 
corner of the saloon I seemed to see Tom 
Shippon's rugged face, to hear him tempting 
me, to blame myself because I had listened, 
instead of putting his arg^uments by. If some- 
times I wished this past year undone, would 
have taken up my life as it was before ever 
I sailed for America, yet I knew that then I 
should not have known Huldah, or watched 
a woman's love grow to its fuH height, in 
spite of the sorrow and disappointment I had 
20 
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caused her, even as my own character would 
probably have remained unfulfilled for good 
or evil. 

Careless, selfish Paul Ravanel was dead — 
the new man who had made a mad experi- 
ment, escaping punishment as by a miracle, 
might make many more mistakes, but at least 
his outlook on life must be wider and deeper, 
with more thought for the many, less desire 
for his own individual good, than the old. 

The boat got in on the morning of Christmas 
Eve, and after going to Holland House, and 
taking rooms there, I lunched and went on to 
Tom Shippon, who was at home, looking 
shrunken and lonely in the big library. 
When he saw me, he sprang to his feet 
as at sight of a ghost, and before I spoke, 
had grasped the fact that I had come over 
to fetch Huldah, and wash my hands of his 
Trust. 

He listened very quietly to all I had to tell 
him, of the souls I had released, his eyes shone 
when I told him with what great content they 
had sailed out to the unknown under **The 
Ferryman's" guidance. 

'* But I have learned the lesson," I said, 
**that the number of persons available for 
voluntary release is so small, from religious 
scruples, relations, or moral courage, that for 
utilitarian purposes even, the scheme is of 
very little good. And there is something 
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furtive, ignominious even in such removals, 
it smacks too much of the cloak-and-dagger 
business — Charon may be a rude, rough fellow, 
but he bundles his victims openly into his boat, 
he is not sly." I told him of the risks I had 
run, of Giles Magellan's conviction of the utter 
folly, and wickedness even, of our plan, of 
how I had all but been arrested for murder 
through the accident of a kind woman leaving 
me a Targe fortune — how I had decided to cut 
the whole thing some time before Huldah had 
summoned me over here to her side. 

As he maintained silence, I turned to a 
brighter topic, the enormous good his money 
had done in helping the poor, in encouraging 
to greater effort the more intelligent of the 
lower classes, but he displayed no great interest 
till I mentioned Giles Magellan's opinion that 
the State should forbid the union of the unfit, 
then his body seemed to re-knit, and become 
invigorated as by sudden warmth, his eyes 
were fired with an idea that had in it the 
germ of great happenings. 

**You must bribe the unfit," he said, "if 
you take one toy away, supply another — give 
prizes to them not to marry — make them happy 
in other ways, encourage their moral sense — 
force them to think of the claims of the unborn 
children — of the cruelty perpetrated by bringing 
babes into the world to suffer, train them to 
think themselves moral heroes and heroines. 
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and you take the first step to their managing 
themselves. Improve their surroundings — 
bring pleasure and distraction into their lives 
— above all, feed them — ^half the degenerates 
drink because they are hungry." 

"And if you can do it," I said, ''sow the 
goodly acorn that hundreds c^ years hence will 
grow to the spreading tree, you'll have done 
more for the health and happiness of the race, 
than any millionaire with all his millions, that 
ever lived." 

He would have talked about it for ever, had 
I not suddenly looked at my watch, it was 
four o'clock, and I sprang up. 

''I will come and see you again," I said. 
*' I hope to persuade Miss Rimmon to 
return with me as my wife by next week's 
boat." 

" I am going to tell Yetta," he said simply, 
as I came away. ** If the State will take my 
millions to develop Giles Magellan's idea, it 
can have them." 

...... 

The Bridge, the Bridge once more, below 
me the flowing mystery of the river, its bosom 
strown with stars, and the tangled radiance of 
myriad fireflies drawn in magic across the sky 
. . . and I no longer the Ferryman, but Paul 
Ravanel, the eager lover . . . who sees coming 
lightly over the snow towards him — in Hind, 
unquestioning love — Huldah. 
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There we kissed — there, no longer ferrying 
towards darkness, but towards Hgnt, to the 

"Winds that blow thro' the starry ways," 

hand in hand we turned our feet to the shining 
city, our faces to the new life, the happy life, 
that we were about to begin together. 
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tratioos. Fca^. 8ivo. y. 6d. ; Jgrnt M or, 41. 6d. 



BlOQ0t(SMlZlX See The Begiaoer^B Books. 

Boardman (T. H.), M.A. See Text Books 
of Tecbnolosy* 

BO^OeiyCJ.BToXAatlMror'Fraiice.' THE 
CORONATION OF EDWARD VII. 
Domjf 8vo, 91*. not. By Command of the 
King. 

Body raeoxieX D.D. THE SOUL'S 
PILGRIMAGE : Devodooal Readings 
from his published and tmpablished writings. 
Selected and arranged by J. H. Burn, B/1). 
F.R.S.E. PottBwK at.ed. 

BonaCCardinalX See libmry of Devotion. 

BoonCF. CX See Commefdaf Series. 

Borrow (OeorgeX See Little Library. 

Boe CJ. BltiemaX AGRICULTURAL 
ZOOLOGY. Translated by J. R. Ains- 
woRTH Davis, Bf. A. With an Introduction 
by Elbanor A. Ormkrod, F.E.S. With 
155 Illustrations. CrownBvo. Third Editiom. 

BoStlmf (C. O.X aA. EASY GREEK 
EXERCISES. Crown 8tw. ax. See also 
Junior Examination Series. 

BOQltOn (M. 8.), M.A. GEOMETRY ON 
MODERN LINES. CrownBvo. at, 

*Bonlton (WiUiam B.). THOMAS 

GAINSBOROUGH: His Life, Times, 
Work, Sitters, and Friends. With 40 Illus- 
trations. DemySvo, 7^. 6d.net. 
SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. With 49 
Illustrations. Detnyitvo. js,6d,net. 

Bowden (E. K.X THE iaiitation of 

BUDDHA: Being Quotations from 
3uddhist Literature for each Day in the 
Year. Fi/th Edition, Crownj6fHo. as.6d. 

Boyle CW.X CHRISTMAS AT THE ZOO. 
with Verses by W. Boyljb and 94 Coloured 
PKtures by H. B. Nbilson. Su^er Royal 
j6mo, 9S, 

Brabant (F. O.), M. A. See The Little Guides. 

Brodrlck(MaTy)and MortonCAndenrsonX 

A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF EGYP- 
TIAN ARCHiEOLOGY. With many 
Illustrations. Crown %vo. qr. 6d. 

Brooke (A. B..) M.A. SLINGSBY AND 
SLINGSBY CASTLE. With many Illus- 
trations. Crown 8cv. 7s, 6d, 

Brooks (E. W. X See Byzantine Tests. 

Brown (P. H.), Fraser Professor of Ancient 
(Scottish) History at the University of Edin- 
burrii. SCOTLAND IN THE TIME OF 
QI^ENMARY. Demy^vo, 7s.6d.net. 

Browne (Sir TbOmaaX See Methnen's 
Standard Library. 

BrowneU (0. L.). THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. lUnstrated. TMini Edition, 
Crown Bvo. 6t. ^ alto Demy 8v#. 6d, 
A Colonial Edition is abo published. 



GENfikAL Ll-KBRATORE 



Ba< 



ibertOi See Little Library. 
LdB T.). CURIOSITIES 
OF NATURAL HISTORY. With lUus- 
tratum^ by Harry B. Nbilson. Crpttm 

Bnckton (A. MA THE BURDEN OF 

ENGELA : a Ballad-Einc Secpnd Edi- 

turn* Crown %V0» y, 6a, net, 
EAGER HEART : A Mystery FUy. Tkini 

£dtttoH, Crown 8tv. z«.' net 
Badge QL A. WalliBX THE GODS OF 

THE EGYPTIANS. With over xoo 

Coloured Plates and many Illustrations. 

TwoVoiumes* Royai%vo. £3$ v. net, 
BaU (Paul), Army Chaplain. GOD AND 

OUR SOLDIERS. Crown BifO, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition Is adso published. 
BlllleydlissX See Social Questions Series. 

Bvnyan (JolmX the pilgrims pro- 
gress. Edited, with an Introduction, 
by a H. FiHTH, M.A. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by R. Anning Bell. Cr, 8vo. 6s. 
See also Library of Derotion and Methuen's 
Standard Library. 

Bnroh (G. J. X M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 9vo, 3s, 

Bnrffess (Oelett). GOOPS and how 

TO BE THEM. With numerous lUustra- 

6s, 
See Methuen's Standard 



tions. Small Ato, 

BBTke (B<lmiind>. 

Library. 
Bom (A. E.X D.D., Prebendary of Lichfield. 

See Handoooks of Theology. 
Bom (J. H.\ 6. D. See Library of Derotion. 

BnmaiLd (Sir F. 0.). RECORDS and 

REMINISCENCES, PERSONAL AND 
GENERAL. With a Portrait by H. ▼. 
Hbrkombr. Crown 8v». Fourth and 
Cheaper Edition, ^ dr. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

BnniB (Robert), the POEMS OF. 

Bklited by Andrew Lang and W. A. 
Craigib. With I'ortrait. Third Edition, 
Dentin %vi>t gilt top, 6s. 

Bumside (W. F.J* M.A. OLD TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
SCHOOLS. Crown Svo. y. 6d, 

Burton (Alfred). See illustrated Pocket 
Library. 

*Bll8Beu (F. W.), D.D., Fellow and Vice- 
President- of £rasenose College, Oxford. 
CHRISTIAN THEOLOGYAND 
SOCIAL PROGRESS: The Bamp- 
ton Lectures for 1905. Demy %vo, i9S, 6d. 
net. 

Butler (JOBOphX See Methuen's Standard 
Library. 

CWdecott (AlfiredX D.D. See Handbooks 
of Theology. 

Oaldenrood (D. S.X Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
pickets of 40, with Answers, is. each. Or 
m three Books, price ad., ad,, and 2d, 



Camteidm<Ada)[lIn.Cro«n. THIRTY 

YEARS IN AUSTRALIA. Demy Bvo 

js, 6d, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
C;aimiBS(GeonfeX See Littfe Library. 
Capej (S. F. H^ See Oxford Biographies.' 
CareleM (Jciba), See Ilhistrated Pocket 

Library. 

CarMe (Tbomas). THE FRENCH re- 
volution. Edited by C R. U 
Fletcher, Fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxford. Three Volumes. Crown Zvo. xSr, 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER 
CROMWELL. With an Introduction 
by C. H. Firth, M.Aj^ and Notes and 
Appendices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three 
Volumes, Demy %vo, xZs. net, 

Carlyle (B. M. and A. J.), M.A. See 

Leaders of Religion. 

'Carpenter (Margaret). THE CHILD 

IN ART. With numerous lUustiatbms. 
Crown Zvo, 6s.- 

Cliamlierlin (Willnir B.). ORDERED 

TO CHINA. Crown Svo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

COiaimer (C. 0.) and Ro1)ert8 (M. &>' 

LACE-MAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With x6 fuH- 
page Illustrations. Crown 800. as. 6d. 
Cliatterton (Thomas). See Methuen's 
Standard library. 

(nie8terfield(LordX THE LETTj£RS OF, 

TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Introdoo 
tion by C. Strachbv, and Notes by A. 
Calthrop. Two Volumes. Cr. Zvo, xas. 

"Chesterton (Q. K.). DICKENS. With 

Portraits and Illustrations. Den^ Bvo. 

•js, 6d. net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Christiaii (F. W.) THE CAROLINE 

ISLANDS. With mliny Illustrations and 

Maps. Demy Bvo. ias,6d, nit, 
Cicero. See Classical Transbtions. 
Clarke, (F. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion. 

Cleatber (A. L.) and Onunp 

RICHARD WAGNERS MUSI 
DRAMAS : Interpretations, embodjring 
Wagner's own explanations. In Pour 
Volumes. Fcap Zvo. as, 6d. each. 
Vol. I. — The Ring of the NifiBLTTMG. 
Vol. il— Parsifal, Lohengrin, and 

The Holy Grail. 
Vol. III. — Tristan and Isolde. 
Clin(ai(0.) See The Little Guides. 
Cl01UChC7*T.X See Junior School Books. 
CoaStJW. OX B.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN VERGIL. Croumtvo, as, 
Cobb (T.). See Little Blue Books. 
*C0bb (W. F.). M.A. THE BOOK OF 
PSALMS: with a CommenUry. Demy 
Svo, JOS. 6d. net, 

Coleridge (8. T.). selections from. 

Edited by Arthur Symons. Fcaj^, Svtf. 
as* 6d, net. 
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OoOllll (W. 1.x M.A. Sec ChurdiMui's 
Library. 

(Uomuu HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI- 
PHIU UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUS OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO- 
RAT. An editioa limited to 350 copies on 
handnudeniper. Foli0, ThrteGuitumtntU 

OonilW (Wluiani). See Illustxmted Pocket 
Library. 

CoOk (A. M.), M. A. See E. C Marchant. 

Oooki^Bylor (R. W.X See Social Que*- 

OonUKlUrie). the passing of the 

GREAT QUEEN: A Tribute to the 
Noble Life of Victoria Regina. Small 

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. ^M.4/^. ir. 

Ckirkran (AlloeX See Little Books on Art. 

CkyfeM(S0M]IUU7).. DANTE'S GARDEN. 
With a Frontispiece. Second Edition, 
J^cad, Sew. as, 6tf.; loaiAor, v. 6d. net. 

BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece 
and Plan. Fca^, 8cv. »t, td, neU 

00Wlt7(Abimliam). See Little Library. 

*OowiMr (Wmiain), THE poems of. 

Edited with an Introduction and Notes by 
f. C Bailxy, M.A. With Illustrations, 
including two unpublished designs by 
WiLUAM Blakb. Two Volume*, Demy 
8fi# lot. ^d, net, 

OOX (J. ObarleB), LL.D. , F. S A. See Little 
Guides, The Antiquary's Books, and Ancient 
Cities. 

Cox (HarOldX B.A. See Social Questions 
Series. 

Orabbe (George). See Little Library. 

OraigleCW.A.). a primer of BURNS. 

Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 
Cralk(Mr8.X See Little Library. 
Orasliaw (Richard). See Little Library. 
CrawfordiF. G.). See Mary C. Danson. 
Oronoh (W.). BRYAN KING. With a 

Portrait. Crown Zvo. -xs. 6d. net. 

GmUnhaxik (G.) the loving bal- 
lad of LORD BATEMAN. With xi 
Plates. Crown i6mo. is. 6d. net. 

From the edition published by C, Tilt, 
x8iz. 

Cnunp (B.). See A. L. Cleather. 

Cnnliffe (F. H. E.), Fellow of All Souls' 
College, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 
THE BOER WAR. With many Illus- 
trations, Plans, and Portraits. In 3 tfols. 
Quarto, iss. each. 

OllttB (B. L.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 

Daniell (G. W.X, M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Danson (Mary C.) and Crawford (F. 

O.X FATHERS IN THE FAITH. 
Small Bvo is. 6d. 

Dante, la commedia di dante. 

The Italian Text edited by Paget Toynbbb, 
M,A.,D.Litt. Crown wo, 6r. 



*THS PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 

Translated into Spenserian Proae fay C 

GoRDOM WucHT. With the Itatian text. 

Fcei^, 8svb 9S, 6d. net. 

See also Paget Tqynbee and Littk Library. 

DaztojCGeone). See Little Library. 

•D'Arqr(E.K).M.A. A NEW TRIGON- 
OMETRY FOR BEGINNSRS. Crown 
toil 9S. 6d, 

Dayenport (P7TII). See Connoisseur's 
Libraryand Little Books on Art. 

*Da7li (k. W. 0.), M.A., FeUow and Tutor 
of BaUiol College. Author of * Charlemagne.' 
ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 
AND ANGBVINS: 1066- 1070. With 
Maps and Illustrations. DemySifo, xoe.6d. 
net. 

DaWMU (A. J.\ MOROCCa Bong a 
bundle of jottings, notes, impressions, 
tales, and tributes. With many Illnstra- 
tions. Demy Zoo, 10s. 6d. net. 

Deane (A dX See Little Library. 

Dtlt>08(Leon). THE metric SYSTEM. 
Croum Zvo, as. 

Dtmoathenee. theolynthlacsand 

PHILIPPICS. Transkued upon a new 
prindple by Otho Holland Crown Bvo, 

Donotthenes. against conon and 

CALLICLES. Edited with Notes and 

Vocabulary, by F. Darwik Swift, M.A. 

Fca/, Btfo, at, 
DiOkenaCOharlesX .See Little Library and 

Illustrated Pocket Library. 
Dl0klnB0n(EnUly). POEMS. First Series. 

Crown Bvo. 4s. 6d, net, 
DicklnBOn (O. L.). M.A., Fellow of King's 

College, Cambridge. THE GREEK 

VIEW OF LIFE. Third Edition. 

Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 
Dickson (H. N.X F.R.S.E., F.R.Met. Soc 

METEOROLOGY. Illustrated. Crvwn 

Bvo, as. 6d. 
Dilke (Lady). See Social (^estions Series. 
Dillon (Edward). SeeC^onnoisseur'sLibrary. 
Ditchfleld(P. H.), M.A., F.S.A. 
THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 

TOWNS. With an Introduction by 

Augustus Jbssopp, D. D. Second Edition, 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 

the Present Time. Crown Bvo, 6s. See 

also Methuen's Half-crown Library. 
Dizon (W. M.). M.A. A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. Second Edition. Crown 

Bvo, as, 6d. 
ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 

BROWNING. Second EdiHon. Crown 

Bvo, as. 6d, 
Dole (N. H.). FAMOUS COMPOSERS. 

With Portraits. Two Volumes. Demy 

Bvo, xas, net. 

Doney (May). SONGS OF THE real. 

Crown Bvo, ^s. 6d. net, 
A volume of poems. 
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(James), the man in the 

PTJLFIT. Crown Zvo. as. 6d, net. 

XKlWden (J.)> D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin- 
burgh. See Churchman's Library. 

I)ra(g6 (Q>) See Books on Business. 

DrlTOr 03. R.), D.D., D.CL., Canon of Christ 
Churoi, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Crmun Zvo, 6s. 
See also Westminster Commentaries. 

Drylrant (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 

Dugnid (CnarlesX See Books on Business. 

Duncan (S. J.) (Mrs. Cotbs), Author of 'A 
Voyage of Consolation.' ON THE OTHER 
SIDE OF THE LATCH. Second Editum. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

mmn (J. T.). D. Sc , and MnndeUa (V. A^. 

GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With 1x4 IllustraticKis. Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo. or; 6d, 
Dnnstan (A. &), B.Sc See Junior School 
Books. 

Dnrluun (Tlie Earl of). A report ON 

CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 

Demy Zvo. ±s. 6d. net. 
Dutt (W. A.X A POPULAR GUIDE TO 

NORFOLK. Medium Zvo. 6d. net. 
THE NORFOLK BROADS. With 

coloured and other Illustrations by Frank 

SouTHGATB. LarTC Demy Zvo.. 6s. See 

also The Little Guides. 
Earle (Jolin), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO- 

COSMOGRAPHIE, or A PIECE OF 

THE WORLD DISCOVERED; in 

ESSAYBS AND CHARACTERS. Post x6mO. 

as net. 

Edmonds, (Major J. E.), R.E. ; D.A.Q.- 

M.G. See W.Birkbeck Wood. 
Edwards (Clement). See Social Questions 

Series. 
Edwards (W. DonglasX See Commercial 

Series. 
Egan (PierceX See illustrated Pocket 

Library. 
*Eg©rton(H.B.),M.A. A HISTORY OF 

BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 

and CheapHcr Issue. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also pubhshed. 
Ellaby (C. Q.). See The Little Guides. 
Ellerton (F. O.). See S. T. Stone. 

Ellwood (Thomas), THE history OF 

THE LIFE OF. Edited by C G. Crump, 
M.A. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Eniel (B.). A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE: From its Beginning to 
Tennyson. Translated from the German. 
Demy Zvo. is. 6d. net. 

Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANS 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knight, repleni^ed with most wholesome 
precepts, made by the famous <4erk Erasmus 
of Roterdame, to the which Is added a new 
and marvellous profitable preface. 



From the edition printed by Wynken de 
Worde for John Byddell, 1533. i'^ca.p. 8v»l 
3;. 6d. net. 

Faorbrother (W. JL\ M. A. THE PHILO- . 

SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second' 
Edition. Crown Zfoo. or. 6d, 

Farrer (Reginald). THE GARDEN OF - 

ASIA. Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Ferrier (Susan). See LittleXibrary. 

Fidler <T. (Slazton), M.Inst. C.E. See 
Books on Business. 

Fielding (Henry). See Methuen's Standard 
Library. 

Finn([S. w.), M.A See Junior Examination 
Series. 

Firth (C. H.). M.A CROMWELL'S 
ARMY: A History of the English Soldier . 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, ' 
and the Protectorate. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Fisher (G. W.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURYSCHOOL. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. Demy Zvo. los. 6d. , . 

FitzOerald^wardS. therubaiyAt 

OF OMAR KHAYYAm. Printed from 
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com- 
mentary by Mrs. Stephen Batson, and a 
Biography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Crown 
Zvo. 6s. See also Miniature Library. 

Flecker (W. H.X M.A., D.CL., Headmaster 
of the Dean Close School, Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENT'S PRAYER BOOK. 
Part I. Morning and Evening Prayer 
AND Litany. With an Introduction and 
Notes. Crown Zvo. as. 6d. 

nux (A. .W.), M.A., William Dow Professor 
of Political Economy in M'Gill University, 
Montreal ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES. 
Demy Zvo. ■ js. 6d. net. 

Fortescue (Mrs. 0.) See Little Books on 
Art. 

Fraser (DaTid). A modern CA^i- 

PAIGN ; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST, 
Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Fraser (J. F.). round the world 

ON A wheel. With 100 Illustrations. 
Fourth Edition Crown Zvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Eklition is also published. 
Ftench (W.), M.A. See Textbooks of Tech. 
nology. 

Freudenreich (Ed. von). DAIRY BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R. 
AiNSwoRTH Davis, M. A. Second Edition 
Revised. Crown Zvo. as. 6d. 

Fulford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

C. O.. and F. C. O. JOHN BULL'S AD- 
VENTURES IN THE FISCAL WON- 
DERLAND. By Charles Gbakb. With 
46 Illustrations by F. Carruthbrs Govld, 
Second Edition. CrownZvo, is* net. 

Oallichan (W. M.). See The Little Guides. 
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OftmbadO^GMiBrey.EMl'X S«e lUustratad 
Pocket Library. 

OMktll(lln.X Se« Little Library. 

OMqwI. the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 
AntiqiULry'B Books. 

GMirft (H. B.), M. A. , Fellow of New Collcse, 
Oirford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS- 
TORY. With numerotu Flans. Fourth 
Edition^ Revised, with a new Chapter 
indnding the Soutn African War. Crown 

A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Crown 9vo.3i.64i. 

OlbUlll (H. de ax Litt.D., M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGI-AND : HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. TkirJ 
EdUiot^ Demy %vo. xos. 6d. 

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. 
Crown Btfo. is. td. 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. Tentk Edition. Revised. 
With Maps and Plans. Crown 8fw. 31. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition, Crown Srw. a«. (>d. 
See also Commercial Series and Social 
Questions Series. 

OlAxm (Edward). THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
A New Edition, edited with Notes, Appen- 
dices, and Mnp^, by J. B. Bury, M.A., 
LitLiX, Regius Professor of Greek at Cam- 
bridge. In Serpen Volumes. Demy Zvo. 
Gilt toft Zi. td. each. Aho^ Crown Bvo. 
6*. each. 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes, by G. Ijikkbeck Hill, LL.D. 
Crown Zz'o. 6s. 
See also Methucn's Standard Library. 

OlbBOn (E. C. S.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Gloucester. See Westminster Commentaries, 
Handbooks of Theology, and Oxford Bio- 
craphies. 

Oilbert (A. B.). See Little Books on Art 

Ctodfirey (Elizabetli). A BOOK OF RE- 

MEMBRANCi:. Second Edition. Fcap. 

Svo. 2S. 6d. net. 
Oodley (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 

College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 

Third Edition. Fcap. Svo. as. 6d. 
VERSES TO ORDER. Second Edition. 

Fcap. Zvo. 9S. 6d. 
SECOND STRINGS. Fcap. Bvo. as. 6d. 

Ooldsmith (OUver). THE VICAR OF 

WAKEFIELD. With 24 Coloured Plates 
by T. RowLANDSON. koyal Svo. One 
Guinea net. 

Reprinted from the edition of x8i7' Also 
Fcap. ytmo. With xo Plates in Photo- 
gravure by Tony Tohannot. Leather, as. 6d. 
net. See also Illustrated Pocket Library 
and Methuen's Standard Library. 

Ctoodrlob-Freer (A.). IN A SYRIAN 

SADDLE. Demy Svo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Ctoudge (H. L.). M.A., Prmcipal of Wells 



TheolopKal College. See WestmiiisterCbm. 

Omuun (P. AndenanX See Sodal Ques- 
tioDS Series. 

Onnmr fP. 8.), M.A., Litt.D. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Second Edition, Crown Zvo. 
»s.6d. 

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crwwn 
Svo. 6s, 

QWOL M'gp«eilXGERMAN PASSAGES 
PORUNSkENTRANSLATION. Crown 

SVOm 91. 6d. 

Ow (?.!..). B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF 
liiAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With z8z 
Diagnuns. Croiom Svo. 31. 6d. 

Gzeen (Ck BnoManrt), M.A., Aadstant 

Master at Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow 
of St John's College, Ozon. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LfriN SYNTAX. Crown 
Zvo, 3S. 6d. 

QntSSL (B. T.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Library. 

GreenldM (A. H. J.X M.A. A HISTORY 
OF ROME : During the Later RepubUc 
and the Early Prindpate. /n Six Vohtmes, 
Demy Svo, Vol. I. (i33-zo4 b.c). zo«. 6d. 
not 

OreenwenaHna). See Miniature Libtary. 

Orwroxy (B. A.) THE VAULT OF 
HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to 
Astronomy. "N^th numerous Illustratioos. 
Cromm Svo, as. 6d, 

Gregorsr (KIbi E. a). Sec Library of 
Devotion. 

OrevUle Minor. A modern journal. 

Edited by J. A. Spbndsk. Crown Svo. 
6d. net. 

^ (C 

GREAT northern RAILWAY, 

1845-05. ^ With Illustrations. Revised, with 

an aaofitional chapter. Demy Sz>o. zor. 6d. 

Grubb^H. C). See Textbooks of Technology. 

Gulney (Lonlsa I.). hurrell 

i FROUDE: Memoranda and Comments. 
Illustrated. Demy Svo, los, 6d. net. 

*Gwyxin (M. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
New and cheaper issue. Royal Svo. 5; . net. 

Hackett (Jobn), B.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF 
CYPRUS. With Maps and Illustrations. 
Demy Svo. 15$. net, 

Haddon (A. C.), ScD., F.R.S. HEAD- 
HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With many Illustrations and a 
Map. Demy Svo. 15^. 

Hadfleld (R.A.). See Social Questions 
Series. 

Hall (R. NJi and Neal (W. G.). THE 

ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 
With numerous Illustrations. Seamd 
Edition, revised. Demy Svo. xos. 6d. net. 
HUl. (B. N.X GR£AT ZIMBABWE. 
With numerous Plans and Illustrations. 
Royal Svo. ais, net. 



%s. 6d. net. 
Gl^llillg (G. H.). A HISTORY OF THE 
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Hamilton (F. J.)> 'D.D. See Byzantine 

Texts. 
Hammond (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 

FOX : A Biographical Study. Demy 8zv. 

xos. 6d. 
Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 

THE ROYAL NAVY, From Early 

Times to the Present Day. Illustrated. 

Twff Vclumes, Detny Zvo, js, 6d, each. 

VoL I. X200-X688. 

Hannay (James 0.), M.A the spirit 

AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. Crown %vo. 6s, 
THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Cnmn 
Zvo, 3x. 6d. tut. 

Hare. (A. T.J, M.A. the construc- 
tion OF LARGE induction COILS. 
Widi numerous Diagrams. Demy Zvo. 6x. 

Harrison (Cliirord!. READING AND 

READERS. Fcap. Zvo. as. 6d. 

Hawthorne (Natnaniel). See Little 

Library. 

Heath (Frank R.). See The Little Guides. 

Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's Library. 

Hello (Ernest). STUDIES IN SAINT- 
SHIP. Translated from the French by 
V. M. Crawford. Fcap Zioo. y. 6d. 

^Henderson (B. W.), Fellow of Exeter 
College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 
NERO. With Illustrations, //ew and 
cheaper issue. Demy %vo. 7s. 6d. net. 

Henderson (T. F.). See Little Library and 
Oxford Biographies. 

HcXlley ( W. £.). See Methuen's Half-Crown 
Library. 

Henley (W. E.) and Whibley (C). See 

Methuen's Half-Crown Library. 

Henson (H. H.), 6.D., Canon of Westminster. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY: As Illus- 
trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 
Corinthians. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical and 
Social Sermons. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

DISCIPLINE AND LAW, Fcap. Zvo. 
3S. 6d, 

Herbert (Gteorgre). See Library of Devotion. 

Herbert Of Cherbury (Lord). See Mmia- 

ture Library. 

Hewins (W. A. S.). B.A. ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Crown 
Svo. 2S. 6d. 

HewitJi (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL. 
Fcap. Bvo. 2S. 6d. net. 

Heywood CW.). palio and ponte : 

A Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated. 

Royal Zvo. sif net. 
Hilbert (T.). See Little Blue Books. 
Hill ((Hare). See Textbooks of Technology. 
Hill, (Henry), B.A, Headmaster of the Boy's 

High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 

SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 

Crown Btw. 3;. 6d, 

Hillegas (Howard 0.). with the 



BOER FORCES. With 24 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Eldition is also published. 

Hobhouse (Emily), the brunt of 

the war. With Map and lUustrations. 

Crown Bvo, 6s. ^ 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Hobhouse (L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 

THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Demy Bvo, los. 6d, net. 
HobSOn (J. A), M.A. INTERNATIONAL 

TRADE : A Study of Economic Principles. 

CroTun Bvo. as. 6d, net. See sdso Social 

Questions Series. 
HodgUn (T.), D.C.L See Leaders of 

Religion. 
Hodgson (Mrs. A. W.). HOW TO 

IDENTIFY OLD CHINESE PORCE- 

LAIN. Post Bvo. 6s, 

Hoe» (Thomas Jefferson). SHELLEY 

AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 
R. A. Strbatfbild. Fcap. Bvo. as, net. 
Holden-Stone (O. de). See Books on 
Business. 

Holdich (Sir T. H.), K.CI.E. THE 

INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a 
Personal Record of Twenty Years. Illus- 
trated. Demy Bvo, 10s. 6d, net. 

HoldSWOrth (W. 8.). M.A. A HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH LAW. In Two Volumes. 
Vol. I, Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net. 

*H0lt (Emily). THE SECRET OF POPU- 
LARITY.^ Crotun Bvo. 3^. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Holyoake (0. J.). See Social Questions 
Series. 

Hone (Nathaniel J. ). See Antiquary's Books. 

Hoppner. See Little Galleries. 

Horace. See Classical Translations. 

Horsburgh (E. L. S.), M.A. WATERLOO : 
A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 
Second Edition, CrownBvo, ss. See also 
Oxford Biographies. 

Horth (A.C.). See Textbooks of Technology. 

Horton (S. F.), D.D. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Hosie (Alexander). manchuria. 

With Illustrations and a Map. Second 
Edition, Demy Bvo, js. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

How (F. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With Portraits and Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 'js.6d, 

Howell (Q.). See Social Questions Series. 

Hudson (Robert). MEMORIALS OF A 
WARWICKSHIRE VILLAGE. With 
many Illustrations. Demy Bvo, xsx. net. 

Hughes (C. E.). THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An Em 
ogy. With a Preface by c 
Demy Bvo. v. 6d. net. 

Hughes (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S 

SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 
and Notes by Vbrnon Rxndall. Leather. 
Royal ^amo, as. 6d, net. 
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10 Messrs. Methuem's Catalogue 

BnteUiuon (Eonc* O.). Thk new jmatfB.). 5« ConuMitiii Serio; 

FORKST. IlluiUUcd in colstu mlb JoilM (L. A. Atlwrlay), K-C H.P., ud 

ja Ficnus by Waltsu Ttsdals wd 4 BdlOt CHWh H. £)■ THZ MINKRS' 

& Mm Luct Kur Wilch. Lmtt' GUIDE TO THK COM. MINES' 

Aor Sm. III. Krt. REGULATION ACTS. Cr*» 8w. 

RntlOn (A. W.|, U.A. Sec Lads* at mi. lU^ rvl. 

Rdicion. Imusmi (Ben). S« HEthnni Sunlard 

BKttm (Idwudk '^HE CITIES OF LibniT. 

UUBR.IA. with mtBT inoflntiou, of JnUaa Oadr) Of HOTtdu KEWJ,- 

whicliiaaninColoa.brA.PuA. Cm* TIONrOF DIVINE LOVB. Edlud I7 

■w. 6>. Guci Waeuce. CnfM »Bt. 31. 6d. 

ENGLIRH LOVE POEMS. ZdHcd with JnTBIlal. B« CUmciJ Tnnilitjmn 

u Introdneilnn. Fcaf.tBt, y.6J.m4t. Tatifmrnnn (Ml SecSiKuilQuadaiis Saris. 

BnttonlK. ^. S« Leafm of ReIjcIoo. KmUdk (J. P.), D.D. THE AGAPE 

HnttO* (W. H.), M.A. THE LIFE OF AND THE EUCHARIST. Cr»ff Bw. 



SIR THOMA^ MORE. Wilh Portniti. 

SKfmi Bdilion. CmmtBt. fi. S« aln .. _ 

Leaden of Rdiiion, with iDtrodDctkrn nod ttottt by E, de . 



"christian 



TUrJ Keble ( JolUl). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
WithanlnliDdactionandNoteibjW. L — 



. Hlnstratarj 
■■■" fc J'e^ 

- - — . ... ,-- ,^. Sce^ 

iSu. Dtmii !». lu, id. Ml. Sh alja Library of Devotioiu 



iSoa. CfM* !». lu, <M:. mi. Sh alja Library or DevotioD. 

LibarroTDtTOiiaa. KempU (TbomB 1). THE IMITATION 

iBIIMliLD.I, M.A AHISTORYOFTHE OFCHRIST. With an latndiictioa by 

BRITISH IN INDIA With Mipi uid DuhFaruh. HlDitraMdbrCH.GEEE. 

Plant. CnmttKi. 61. TtdrdEdiHtn. Fcaf.lrt. u.6^,.>uUc^ 

•ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. iwnKui, 51-. Sec alia Litmy of Dentien 

With Mapk Dimt l». 101. tJ. nil. and MethDcn'i Standard LibnuT. 

'JukMn (0. B.). B.A., SdcDce M.-^^tet at AkoTiinslatedby C.Blsc.D.D. Crrncm 

Bradford Gnininu School. EXAMPLES Sdo. 11. id. 

IN PHYSICS. C-vt4»aST». ^i.6d. Saana^ {Bart). THE GREEN 

jMtaonfS.), M.A S« Commercial Serio. SPHINX. Crtwn Brc. y. M. ml. 

jaak5(ni(F, H&mlltoiL). S« The Luiie Seiii)ed7<Jaii]««Hontfitwa),D.D.,A^utt.^ 

Jacob m, M.A. S» Junior E«mina>io 

J«UU (J. StepHan). See Social Quesliot 

Serieisnd Buiintu Books. ana noic^ (,nntiMBmr. di. 

Joirre7»CTI.Owyn). DOLLY'S THEATRI. EBBtoll (J. D.). THROUGH SHOT AND 

CALS. Dncribed and IDuitrated »ith 14 FLAME : Being the Adnntnies and Ei- 

ColouredPiclurti. .^«;>«-^B/a(i6-.B.>J.W. 
Jenka (E,), M.A, Readtr of La* in ili= 

lIni>e»i<yofOi^ord. ENGLISH LOCAL 

GOVERNMENT. Crmm Bw 11. W, 
JeiUier(IIri.H.|. Sw Little Books on An. 
JOStopp (AngmtlU), D.D. See Leaden of 

Re1«ion. 
JevOUl (7. B.), M.A.. Liil.D., Principal of 

Halfield Hall. Durham, See Chnrchman'ji 

Ubraiy and Handbooks of TbesT 
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:.), K.CB. BRITISH A Colomal Edition It aUo published. 
CA. Wi' ■ 



CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearlv ™ THE FIVE NATIONS. ,„. .. 

IIoslTaliBiuandSiiMapa. Second Editim. Srcamd Edillm. Crvamtm. 61. 

CWm 4I0. lit. nrl. A Colonial Edition li aliapnblisliad. 

•;o*lim.Orompton). POEMS OF THE departmental ditties. SixUnIA 

INNER LIFeT Saleetedby. EInmlk BdltitH. C-m^iBiw. Btkram, it. 

£*lim. Faf.ttv. ti.6d.iui. A Colonial Edition ii also publlihcd. 
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XnOWling (R. J.X M.A., Professor of New 
Testament Exegesis^ at King's College, 
London. See Westminster Commentaries. 

Lamb (Cbarles and Hazy), the WORKS 
OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. With 
Numerous Illustrations. In Seven Velumes, 
Demy Zvo. is, 6d. each, 

THE LIFE OF. See E. V. Lucas. 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. With over loo 
Illustrations by A. Garth Jones, and an 
Introduction by E. V. Lucas. Demy Zvo. 
tos, 6d, 

THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS : 
An 1805 Book for Children. Illustrated by 
William Mulready. A new edition, in 
facsimile, edited by £. V. Lucas, is. 6d. 
See also Little Library. 

Lambert (F. A. H.X See The Little Guides. 

LambrOH (Profesaor). See Byzantine Texts. 

Lane-Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF 

EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully 

Illustrated. Crown Bva, 6s, 
LaJl«bridge(F.)M.A. BALLADS OF THE 

BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 

Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition, 

Crown Zvo, 9S, 6d, 
^^aw (WiUlam). See Library of Devotion. 

-<eatili (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVON- 

SHIRE. A Biography. With 12 Illustra- 
tions. Demv Bvo, its, 6d, net, ^ 
A Colonial EUlition is also published. 

Lee (Captain L. MelvllleX A history 

OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. CrottmBvo. 

3s. td, net, 
Leigh (PerclvalX THE COMIC ENGLISH 

GRAMMAR. Embellished with upwards 

of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John 

Leech. Post i6mo, 2<r. 6d. net, 
Lewes (V.B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER. 

Illustrated. Crorvn Bvo. 9S. 6d. 
Lisle (FortimM de). See Little Bookson Art. 
Littlebales (H.). See Antiquary's Books. 
Look (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble 

College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER. 

BUILDER. Second Edition. CrovmBvo, 

•THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE: 

Being Addresses and Sermons. Cfown 

Bvo, 6s. 
See also Leaders of Religion and Library 

of Devotion. 
LoOke (JObn). See Methuen's Standard 

Library. 
Locker (F.). See Little Library. 
L0XLgteU0W(H. W.) See Little Library. 

Lonxner (Gteorge Horace). LETTERS 

FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. Thirteenth Edition, Cfovm 
Bvo, 6s, ^ ^ 

A Colonial EUlition is also published. 
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. SecondEdition, 
Crown %vo, 6s* 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Lover (Samuel). See illustrated Pocket 
Libraiy. 



E. V. L. and C. L. 0. ENGLAND DAY BY 
DAY : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to 
Efficiency. Illustrated by GzoRGB Morrow. 
Fourth Edition, Fcap,^to is. n^t. 
A burlesque Year-Book and Almanac. 

Lucas(B. v.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB. With numerous Portraits and 
Illustrations. Two Vols. DetnyBvo. ^\s, 
net. 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With 
many Illustrations, of which 20 are in Colour 
by Herbert Marshall. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
A Colonial Ekiition is also published. 

LUClan. See Classical Translations. 

Lyde (L. W.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 

I^don ^oel S.> See Junior School Books. 

L7ttelton(Hon.Hr8.A.). WOMEN AND 

THEIR WORK. Crown Bvo. 2s. 6d. 
H.H. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT TO 
WEAR. Crown Bvo, is. net. 

Macaulay(Lord). critical AND HIS- 

TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mon- 
tague, M.A. Three Volumes. Crown Bvo. 
iBs, 

The only edition of this book completely 
annotated. 

M'Allen (J. E. B.), M.A. See Commercial 
Series. 

MacGnUOCh (J. A.X See Churchman's 
Library. 

^HacGunn (Florence). MARY STUART. 

With over 60 Illustrations, including a 

Frontispiece in Photogravure. Demy Bvo. 

xos. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. See 

also Leaders of Religion. 
HoDermott (B. B.). See Books on Business. 
M'DOWall (A. B.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Mackay (A. M.). See Churchman's Library. 

Mainus (Laurie), M.A. A PRIMER OF 

^WORDSWORTH. Crown Bvo 7S.6d. 

Mtohafly (J. P.), Litt.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
Fully Illustrated. Crown ^o, 6s. 

Ma1tlaTtd(F. W.). LL.D., Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. Royal Bvo, js. 6d. 

Maiden (H. B.), M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Crown Bvo. 3s. 6d. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. Second Edition. Crown 
Bvo. It, 6d 

*A SCHOOL HISTORY OF SURREY. 
With many Illustrations. CroTtmBvo. ts.6d. 

MarCbant (B. C), M.A., Fellow of Peter- 
house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO- 
LOGY. Second Edition. CrottmBvo. 3s. 6d 

Marchant (C. B), M.A., and cook (A. M.), 
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Second Edition. Crown 
%vo, s^. 6d, 

UKtkym (Gbristopher). See Methuen*i 
Standard Library. 
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' (J. B.X F. R.S., FeUow of St Jphn'i Col- 
, Cambridge THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Sectmd EditUn, 
Illasuated. Cr»wn %vc. 6f. 
AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Withnum- 

erouB lUustradont. CrawM, Sao. 6s. 
lEaZT«ll(A2ldr«W). S«e Little Library. 
■■■illUlfl (J. E.) SEA LIFE IN NEL- 
SON'S ThME. With many Illustrations. 
Crown 8«w. x$, 6d, net, 
MailMlKA.) ^ Connoiflseur's Library. 
]IaS<m(A.J.XDD. See Leaden of Relision. 
• (Oeoree). THE EVOLUTIONOF 



PLANT LI F£ : Lower Forms. With lUns. 
trations. Crown Zvo, %*. 6d, 
]lMt6niUUl(0.F.O.),M.A. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Crown 
9vo. 6s. 
•lUtll6M>n(H0]LE.F.). COUNSELS OF 
LIFE. Fea^ 8ev. m. 6d. tut 

A volume of Selections in Prose and 
Verse. 
Kur (PhU)., THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 

Second Rdition. £to, is. net. 

K«U0W8(Bmm&8.). A SHORT STORY 

OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Croun 

9vo. \s. 6d. 

*M«tlia6n (A. M. B.). THE TRAGEDY 

OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr, Zvo. ax. net. 

A revised and enlarged edition of the 

author's 'Peace or War in South 

ENGLAND'S RUIN : Discussed in Six. 

TEEN LeTTKK.S TO THE RlGIIT HON. 

Joseph Chambeklain, M.P. Crown Zvo. 
■^d. tut. 

Blichell (E. B). THE ART AND PRAC- 
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. K. Lodge, and other Illus- 
trations. Demy Ssc. 10s. 6d. 

MlllaiS (J. a.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, President of the Royal Academy. 
With many Illustrations, of which a are tn 
Photogravure. JView Edition. Demy Zvo. 
7S. 6d. net. 

Uillai8,(Sir John Everett). See Little 

Galleries. 
UilllB (G. T.X M.I.M.E. See Textbooks of 

Technology. 
Milne (J. O.X M.A. A HISTORY OF 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Crown B7fo. 6s. 
♦MUton, John, THE POEMS OF, BOTH 
ENGLISH AND LATIN, Compos'd at 
several times. Printed by his true Copies. 

The Songs were set m Musick by Mr. 
Henry Lawks, Gentleman of the Kings 
Chaj^pel, and one of His Majesties Private 
Musick. 

Printed and publish'd according to Order. 

Printed by Roth Raworth for Hum- 
phrey MosELBV, and are to be sold at the 
signe of the Princes Armes in Pauls Chur A* 
yard, 1645. 



*A MILTON DAY BOOK. Edited by R. 
F. TowNDROw. /''ea^ 8sw. as, 6d. nti. 

See also ^Little Library and Methaen's 
Standard Library. 

mtdhdUCP.COudmenXM.A. outlines 

OF BIOLOGY. lUustrated. Seeoetd Edi- 
tion. Crown 8tw. 6s. 

♦mtton (G. B.). "JANE AUSTEN AND 
HER ENGLAND. With many Portraits 
and Illustrations. ^ Demy %vo, xos. 6d. net. 
A Colonial E^tion is also paUisbed. 

'Moil (AX* See Books on BusineK. 

ll0ira>.M.X See Little Ubrary. 

*M01ie7(L.0.Chi0lsa). WEALTH AND 
POVERTY. Demy 8m. 5*. net. 

KoOKe (H. B.> See Social Qaestions Series. 

Moran (Clarenoa &). See Books on 
Business. 

Kore (Sir Thomai). See Methuen's Standard 

MOimTRr. R.), Oriel CoUeM, Oxford. A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER IL 
With Maps and PlanSt Crovm Zvo. 3s. 6d. 

MorichCB. J.Xlate of Clifton College. See 
School Examination Series. 

•MoZTllCJ.) THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 
With many portraits and lUustratiofis. 
Demy Zvo. lax. 6d, net 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Horril (J. B. X See The little Guides. 

Morton (Miss AnderaonX See Miss Brod- 
rick. 

MOOle (H. C. 0.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur- 
ham. See Leaders of Religion. 

Muir (ML M. Pattison), M..\. THE 

CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Elementary 

Principles of Chemistry. Illustrated. Crown 

Zvo. ax. 6<f. 
Mundella (V. A.), M. A. See J. T. Dunn. 
Munro CBiX LL. D. See Antiquary's Books. 
Naval Officer (A). See illustrated Pocket 

Library. 
NeaKW.G.). Sec R. N. Hall. 
Newman (J. H.) and others. See Library 

of Devotion. 
NiCllOlS (J. B. B.). See Little Library-. 
NiOklin (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 

PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Crown 

Zvo. as. 
Nimrod. See Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Nortbcote (James), R. A. THE conver. 

SATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE. 

R.A., AND JAMES WARD. Edited by 

Ernest Fletcher. With many Portraits. 

Demy Zvo. xos. 6d. 
Norway (A. H.), Author of 'Highways and 

By ways in Devon and Cornwall. ' NAPLES. 

With 25 Coloured Illustrations by Maurice 

Grbiffbnhacbn. a New Edition. Crowun 

Zvo, 6s, 
NOYalls. THE DISCIPLES AT SAIS AND 

OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss 

Una Birch. Eca^, Zvo. 3s. 6d. 
Ollpbaat (Mrs.), see Leaders of Religion. 
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Omaa (0. W. 0.). M. a., Fellow of An Souk' 
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART OF 
WAR. Vol. II.: The Middle Ages, from 
the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. Illus- 
trated. Demy 8cv. xor. 6tL net, 

Ottley (R. L.L D.D. See Handhooks of 
Theology 'and Leaders of Religion. 

Owen (DonglaB). See Books on Business. 

Oxford (SLN.), of Guy's Hospital A HAND- 
BOOK OF NURSING. Second Edition, 
■Crown %oo* or. 6<f. 

Fakes (W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy 8tv. 15;. 

Palmer (Fredexi<dO> with kuroki in 

MANCHURIA. With many Illustrations. 
Third Edition, DemyBvo. jv,6d,n$i, 
A Col<»iial Edition is also published. 

Parker (GUtiert). A LOVER'S diary : 

SONGS IN SEQUENCE. Fcap.^vo. 5^. 

Parkinson (Jobn). paradisi IN SOLE 

PARADISUS TERRISTRIS, OR A 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS. Folio, £a, as. net 

Pannenter(Jolm). helio-tropes, or 

NEW posies for SUNDIALS, X625. 
. Edited by Pbrcival Landon. Quarto, 
. 3f . 6d, net. 
Parmentier (Pro£ Leon). See Byzantine 

Texts. 
FasoaL See Library of Devotion. 

*Pa8ton (George). SOCIAL CARICA- 

TURES OF THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. Imperial Quarto. £9, ^^s. 6d. 
net. See also Little Books on Art and Illus- 
trated Pocket library. 
Paterson (W. R.)(Benjamin Swift). LI FE'S 
QUESTIONINGS. Crown Zvo, ^, td, 
net. 

FatteanK»n(AH.). notes OF an east 

COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in 
Colour by.F. Soutmgatb. Second Edition, 
Crown Btw, 6s, 

♦NATURE NOTES IN EASTERN NOR- 
FOLK. A series of observations on the 

' Birds, Fishes, Mammals, Reptiles, and 
stalk^eyed Crustaceans found in that neigh- 
bourhood, with a list of the species. With 
X3 Illustrations in colour, by Frank 

SOUTHGATB. CrOWH SiVtK 6f. 

PeaOOCdC (N.). See Little Books on Art. 

Pearoe (E. H.), M.A. annals of 

CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. With many lUus- 
trations. Demy 9vo, js, 6d, 

Peel (Sidney), late Fellow of Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com- 
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 
Editiott, Crown Zvo, it, 6d, 

Peters (J. P.), D.D. See Qiurchman's 
Library. 

Petrie(w.H.ninders),D.C.L.,LL.D.,Pro- 

fessor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTCmV OF EGYPT, from the 
Earubst Timbs to thb Prbsbnt Day. 



Fully Illustrated. In tix volumes. Crown 

Bvo, 6*. each, 
Vou I. Prehistoric Times to XVItk 

Dynasty. Fifth Edition, 
Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth 

Dynasties. Fourth Edition. 
Vol. in. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties. 
Vol. IV. The Egypt op the Ptolemies. 

J. P. Mahaffy, Litt.D. 
Vol. v. Roman Egypt. J. G. Milne, M.A. 
Vol. vt. Egypt in the Middle Ages. 

Stanley Lanr-Poole, M.A. 
RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 

ANCIENT EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 

Crewn %vo, as. 6d, 
SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 

EL AMARNA TABLETS. Crown Sve. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Tris- 
tram Ellis. In Two Volumes, Crown Zvo, 
%s, 6d, each. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With 
X90 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 3s, 6d. 

PUUipS (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

PbiUp^ (Eden). MY DEVON YEAR. 
With 38 Illustrations by T. Ley Pethy- 
BRiDGE. Second and Cheaper Edition. 
Lairve Crown Bvo. 6s. 

*UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG. 
Illustrated by Claude Shbppersom. 
Crown Boo, ks. net, 
A volume of poems. 

Pienaar (Philip). WITH STEYN AND 

DE WET. Second Edition, Crown 990. 
js,6d, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

*Plarr (Victor) and Walton (F. WX A 

SCHOOL HISTORY OF MIDDLE- 
SEX. With many Illustrations. Crown 
Szfo, IX. 6d. 
PlautnS. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com- 
mentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College, Oxford. Demy BtfO, lot, 6d, 
net, 

Plowden-Wardlaw (J. T.), KA^ King's 

College^ Cambridge. See School Examina- 
tion Senes. 

Pocook (B(>jBer). a frontiersman. 

Third Edition, Crown Btw, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published.' 

Podmore (Frank), modern spiri- 

TUALISM. Tvfo Volumes, Demy Bvo, 
ats, uetf 
A History and a Criticism. 

Poer (J. Patridc Le). A MODERN 

LEGIONARY. CrownBvo, 6s, 
A Cokmial £^tion is also publi^ed. 
PoUard (Alice). See Little Books on Art. 
Pol]ard(A.W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 

With many Illustrations. Demy 8sv. js. 6d, 

net. 
Pollard (EUsa P.). See Little Books on Art. 
POnocdC (David), M.I.N.A. See Books on 
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«feBd (a F.) A MONTAIGNE DAY- 
BOOK. Edited br. Fea*,%o; v.6tLmL 

rofetar JK. a). M.A^ F.L.S. A TEXT. 
BOOK OF AGRICTJLTURAL BOTANY. 
Ilhutrmted. Secpud EtliH^m, Crmm 8w. 
t,6tL 

BOf (An Old). WHEN I WAS A 
CHILD. Cr^nm 8M^ 6f. 

mdean (G.). A KEY TO THE TIME 
ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 
COMEDY. WithaDwL Smmilfutu^ 
y. 6d, 

PnaoaCO.). SetlLWyon. 

PTMOOtt (0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND 
WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Crvmm 8tw. 
u. 64. mt. 

mot (L. L.), M.Am Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxen. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth Edi- 
tipm, Craum %uo, 8X. 6d, 

PrlmroBd (Delwrali). A MODERN 

BGSOTIA. Crovm 8o^. 6f . 

POfln and RowlandlOlL THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, OR London in 
MiNiATOUB. With to4 Illuttntioni in 
coloar. In Tkrtt VdwHi*, Small 4to. 
£2, y, net, 

' Q' (A. T. QuUler CkmOh). See Methnen's 
Half-Crown library. 

(hMTtdO Villegai. See Miniature Library. 

O.R. and B. BTtHE WOODHOUSE COR- 
RESPONDENCE. CrvwmBv^ 6«. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

BaitlrllBTn (B. B.), M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries. 

BandOlpb (B. W.), D.D. See Library of 
Derotion. 

Bannie (D. W.), M.A. A STUDENT'S 
HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr. boo. 
y, (id. 

BashdaU (HastlngB), M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC- 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Crmun 
9v0, 6t, 

Bawstome (Lawrence, Esq.). See illus- 
trated Pocket Library. 

A Baal Paddy. See illustrated Pocket 
Library. 

Beason (W.), M.A. See Social Questions 
Series. 

Bedfem (W. B.), Author of ' Ancient Wood 
and Iron Work in Cambridge,' etc. 
ROYAL AND HISTORIC GLOVES 
AND ANCIENT SHOES. Profusely 
Illustrated in C(dour and half-tone. Quarto, 
£af as. net, 

BeynOldS. See Little Galleries. 

Boberta (M. E.). See C. C Channer. 

B(rt>ertBOn. (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEL The Bampton 
Lectures of xQoi. Demy Svo. xm. 6d, net. 

Botiertson (u. Grant), M.A., Fellow of All 

Sods' College, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Haoonra School of Modem History, Oxford, 
I90Z.Z9O4. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, 



AND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCD. 
MENTSi x66o-x^ ZVairf Btfo, loe^ 6d, 

met, 

"Bnliriilami (fl flmil) 1 lailtuTiwmiw 

U, 0.x F.R.S.E., F.R.aS. THE 
STUDENTS HISTORICAL fATLAS 
OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. Qmarta 
«*. 6d, met, 

Boberteon OUr O. 8.) K.CS.L See 

Methoen's MalfCkown Library. 
BoUnBOn (A. W.), hUL See OwrcliBiBn's 
Bible. 

BoUnm (Oedliai the ministry 

OF DEACONESSES. With an latrodnc 
tion by the late ArchbUiop of CuUbBrbiiiy. 
Creumiva. rt,6d, 

BoUnaon (F. C) See Connolnettr's lifacary. 

BOOliefoneanld (La). See Little libnury. 

BOdW«U (ax B. A. NEW TESTAMIOn: 
GREEK. A Coarse for Begumers. With 
a Preface by Waltsr Lock, i>.D., Waiden 
of Keble College. Fca/.Zve. y,6d. 

BoefFred). ancient coffers and 

CUPBOARDS: Their History and De- 
scription. With many lUostratioos. Qmarte. 

£^1 3*' «*<• _^ 
*OLD OAK FURNITURE. With many 

Illustrations by the Author, inclndiag a 

frontispiece in ookmr. Demy9»0, ios,€d. 

net, 
BOjrera (A. O. L.X M.A. See Books on 

Business. 
*Bonine7. A GALLERY OF ROMNEY. 

Bv AsTHUK B. Chambbslaim. With 66 

Plates in Photogravure. Imperial Qhtteerto. 

£^t 3X. net. See Little Galleries. 
Bosooe (B. 8.). ROBERT HARLEY, 

EARL OF OXFORD. Illustrated. Demy 

Svo. js. 6d. 
This is the only life of Harley in esdstence. 
See also The Little Guides. 

Bose^wardX THE ROSE reader. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8fv. 
2S,6d, Also in 4 Parts, Paris I, eu$d II. 
6d. each ; Part III. Bd. f Part IV. rod. 

Bowntree aoflhna). the imperial 

DRUG TRADE. Crofwn boo, ^, net, 
Bnbie (A. £.), D.D. See Junior School 
Books. 

Bnssell (W. OlarkX THE LIFE OF 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 

With Illustrations by F. Brancpnttn. 

Fourth Edition. Crown Btro, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
SV. AnscAm. See Library of Devotion. 
St. Augustine. See Lilnrary of Devotion. 
St. Cyres .(YiaCOimtX See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 
'SaU'(H.BlinroX tlEGINALD. See^md 

Edition, Fcap. Bvo. as. 6d. net, 
Sal^B (St. Francia de). See Library of 

Devotion 
Salmon (A. L.X A POPULAR GUIDE 

TO DEVON. Medium Boo. 6d, net. See 

abo The Little Guides. 
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w^fMiNsraa SCHOOL" 

muKTOna llluitratiaiu. Pi^t ^bqm 3 
■MbSlfaK Sk BrnntiiM Tuli. 
WbmltfUobn). Sec Bnutioe Texts. 
Soott, (A v.). WINSTON SPBHCBR 

CHURCHILL. Wiih Pomlu and llliu- 

tr»tiotH. CrrantaBB, SI.6J. 

8Miey(H.o.)F.R-s. dragons OPTHE 

AIR. WittiDunylUastratiDdi. Cr.Srt. 6t. 

Bella fV. P.), H.A. THE UECHANICS 

OF DAILY LIFE. Illmlrmted. Cr. Sw. 



BhuvCAX VICTORIAN POETS. Crrmm 
Bhaxp (Sirs. B. A}- See Utile B«Ju an 
e, PIANOPOfiTB 



ANIMALS. _, _. . . 

TUni EdiHim. Feat. Sm. u. fi^. 
Bottle {J. H.). ANECDOTES 
SOLDIERS, in Peace ud Wu. Cr 
tBa. 3>-^ iul. 
A CdIdouI EdLllui it alupubLiihed. 

ShtikMpranCWUUaiia. 

THE KIOR FOUOS, ifaji 165.; 11 
nStj. Xach Au- Guimm mi, oi ■ t 
plMaHt, T^wAvGMhihw'. 

The Ardm BlMkt9ewe. 



Ddwdeh, Lin.D, 



KING LEAR. Exiled by W. J. CmuG 

JULIUS CAESAR. vA\tti\j U. 

Hiuju>,M.A. 
THE TEMPEST. Edited bj Utn 



TITUS ANDRONICUS 



Edited by H. Cusmci 
KING HENRY V. Edited by H 
ALL'S WELL THAT END 

Edited b* W. O. Bmc^TOCKB. 
THE TAlllNO OF THE SHREW. 

Bdiisd br R- Waiwice Bond. 
TIMON OF ATHENS. Edited by %. 

DsniHTOM. 
MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Ediudby 

TWELFTH^'lGHT. Edited by MonnoK 

THslfERCHANT OF VENICE. Edited 
by C. Khok Poouh. 

nie UtUe Qnartii Bhotoipewe. Edited 

by W. J. Cuic. Wlib tiKtaductieiu nod 



IhelleY (Percy &> ADDNAIS ; u Eltcy 
^^t£e deatiE of Jpbo Kenti, AnthK at 
'Endynuoni'Mt Pisa. Fiom the typea of 

See also Methuen'i Stindud Llbnty, 
BIierweU<ArtliiuXH.A SuSodalQiwi- 

BUpler Oluy B.). AN ENGLISH 
CiiURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD. 
REN, Witb a Piefaca by tbe Biahop of 
Gibnltai, With Mapi nad tlhutnUooa. 



Geoenl Editor, W. J. Cuts. An Ediiioa 
of Stukeapesn in single Play*. Edited 
vith ( full IntiDductioTi, Textual Notes, 
uid aCommentaiyat thefooCoftbeiHLfie' 

HAMLET. Edited by Eowud Dowceh, 
Liit-D. 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Editedby Edwud 



to Fhyslo^ni^y. Illustrated. 
SmiLLhn^ OL ax See Ijule BookiDo 



Bmediey (F. B.)> See Illiutnlsd Pocket 

THE WEALTH OF 

ted with >n InuodncUon 

Notes by Edwin Cahh^h, 



llIli^7Adaill^ T. 
NATIOlJSrKditei 



K BOOK OF EXMOOR. 
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Bontbey (R.) engush seamen. 

Edited, with an Introduction, by David 

Haknay. 
VoL I. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 

Drake, Carendish). Steand Edition, Crown 

Scv. 6s. 
Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, Greninlle, 

Essex, and Raleigh). Crown 8tv. 6s. 
Bponce (C. H.X M. A. See School Examina- 
tion Series. 
Bpooner (W. iL.\ M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion. 
Staatoldge (J. W.X B.D. See library of 

Devotion. 
'BtaaollirB.' CK)LF DO'S AND DONTS. 

Second Edition, Fca^. Stwd \s» 

Btedman (A. M. M.). M. A. 

INITIALATINA: Easy Lessons on Elemen- 
tary Accidence. Eighth Edition. Fcnp, 

^O, IS, 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Mnth Edi- 
tion, Crmvn %vo. as. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Sixth Edition revissd, iQmo. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CiESAR. 

The Helvetian War. Second Edition, 

iBmo. is. 
EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Part 

I. The Kings of Rome. iBmo. Second 

Edition, is. 6d. 
EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 

TRANSLATION. Ninth Edition Fcap. 

8vo. IS. 6d. 
KXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises 

in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 

Third Edition. Crown ^vo. is. 
EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 

SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 

REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 

Vocabulary. Tenth and Cheaper Edition^ 

re-written. Crown Bvo. xs. 6a. Original 

Edition, ar. 6d. Kev, 35. net. 
THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 

Rules and Exercises. Second Edition, 

Crown 8vo. is. 6d, With Vocabulary. 

NOTANDA 9UAEDAM : Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idioms. Fourth Edition. Fcap, Zvo. 
IS, 6d, With Vocabulary, as. Key, as. 
net. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION : Arranged according to Subjects. 
Thirteenth Edition, Fcap. Bvo, xs. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
xSmo. Second Edition, xs, 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, re- 
vised. xBfMO, xs. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crown 
tvo, xs. 6d, 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition, re- 
vised, Fem-p. Bvo, xs. 6d. 



GREEK V(X:ABULARIES FOU 

PETITION. Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourth Edition, Fcap, 9oo, us, 6d, 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECmONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduc- 
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourth 
Edition, Fcap. 8etf. a«. 6d, 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Sixth E^Hon, 
xBmo. Bd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Sixth Edi- 
tion, revised. Crown fkw, xss 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fi/ih Edi- 
tion, revised, Fcap, Bvo, ts, 6a. 

EASY FRENCH EXEROSES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition, Crown Qtw. as. 6d, 
Kby. 3X. net, 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FCR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Tivelfth Editiom Fcap, 8tw. xt. 
See also l^hool Examination Series. 

Btael (R. BUiaU). M.A.. F.QS. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. With 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition, Crown Zvo, 
as, 6d. 
See also School Examination Series. 

Btenhenson (C), of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and BaddardS (F.) of the 
Yorkshire College, Leeds. ORNAMEN- 
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Demy Bvo. Second Edition, 
7X. 6d, 

Btephenson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 

TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 

FAITH. Crown Bvo. y. 6d, 
Sterne (Laurence). See Little Library. 
Bterry (W.), M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 

COLLEGE. With numerous Illustrations. 

Demy Bvo, ys. 6d. 

Btenart <Katlierlne). BY ALLAN 

WATER. Second Edition. CrownBvo, 6s. 

Btevenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited, with Notes and In- 
troductions, by Sidney Colvin. Sixth 
and Cheaper Edition, CrownBvo. xas. 

Library Edition. Demy Bvo, a vols, a^s, 
net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by William Strang. Fourth 
Edition. CrownBvo. Buckram. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

Stevenson (M. I,). FROM SARANAC 

TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters 
written by Mrs. M. I. Stevenson during 
1887-8 to her sister, Miss Janb Whyte 
Balfour. With an Introduction by George 
W. Balfour, M.D., LLD., F.R.S.S. 
CroTvn Bvo. 6s. net, 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 



General Literature 



See OiAid Bio- 



ItOna (B. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS. 
Wilh ■ Memoir by F. G. ELLaimiH, 
H.A. WiihPonnit. CrvsieSu. 6r. 

RrakerlF.). See Books on Busiaeu. 

atC«Mie (A. v.), D.D. S« Omrdimu'B 
BiWt 

Bb-(nid(H.),D.Sc.,M.A. Sea 



HISTORY OF ROUE. Cnwa Bm 

TaiUITKn (lUtWl, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF. Edind, wiih Notei u>d 
BQ loiioducliDn, bf J. Chukton Collihi, 

IN MEHORIAU,' MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Chuitoh 
CoLLiHS, M.A. CmuiiStv. 6i, Seealw 
Little Ubruy. 

T«rr7 (C. S.l. See Oifard BioKTspfaies. 

Tertcm (Alice), lights AND shadows 

— IHOSPIT' - ■ 



hyJ.CH*«^Ciw,S^'^ 

:he ST 

Hsp. i 



F.B.A QHBTta. 

MaitfOftpfe. Donald). THE STRUGGLE 
FORPERSIA, With -- 



anjSff- BL). Se 
laid a. v.), H.A 

Haiti. SiandEd 



IN MANIJAL INSTRUCTl 
INC. Im*. tit. 

iBngkUiu (Bir Jobnr. fraghenta 



Inckiiiu (I 

AUREA : . 



Primed for Huh I 



Piul'i CbuicbyHd, 



iiBEniMd Pocket 



SwlltU&UthU). THE JOURNAL TO 
ST^LA. Edind br G. A AiTim. Cr. 

SrmM (J.' B.). M.A. TH^ FRENCH RE- 
VOLirriON. StandEilititH. Cmmivt. 

STMttnT«tta). See Unle Blue BoAi. 
AidtlU. AGRICOLA. Wich Inlroduction, 

Nota, Hap, etc By R. F. Davis, M.A. 

Peat.»Bt. M. 
GERMANIA. Bv ths unw E<Utor. /*«/ 

Btw. u. S« sbo Ouiicil TranilxllDni. 
TallMk (W.) HOWARD LETTERS 

AND MEMORIES. DtmfliBt. iv.6d. 

Taul8r(J.). S« Ijbraiy oTDeyotlon. 

Tannton ffl. L.). A Bistorv OF the 

JESUITS IN ENGLAND. Wich Illui- 

T8rtO™(A. ar'rHE°Ei^MENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. Daiv int. xat. td. 

Ta7Lor(F.Q.),M.A See Cominetdid Setiet. 
TaTlorll. A.). See Oifbid KogrephiH. 
Taylor (T. H.), M,,- - " ' " "" 



EiwtmlXBdilati. 

'. Alio ui editloa 

B.H.S. See The 

. MY CHINESE 
itliiiutratiodsend 
1. Dtmj {kw. (ol^ 

A CaloniBl Edidon li bIb pnblUied. 

Tornbee <P8m«,M.A, D.Iitt dante 
Studies AND researches. Dm^ 

Bio. ioi. 6^, »<. Set ulu OiTonl Bia- 

Treiiali(Berb«rU Deirdre wed : ud 

TrOTBlrailCQ.K.), Fellow of iftiityColleaB, 
CBmbridEe. ENGLAND UNDER THE 
STUARTS- With M^nud Plans. Srtrmt 
Edition. Dtmy Scv. lot. 6d. mil. 

[(a. £): See Tbe Utile Gnidei. 

(OartmdO). SegSodalQuotioai 

Twinlns (LotHiaX See Social Qaeuiau 

Trier (B. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See JimiaT 
Sdwol Books. 

TytBll-^UUCPranaw}- See little boc^ od 



Patrth EdUiau. Dtmy iai.iot.6d. 
A ColoniBl Edilitm ii also pablished. 
VailBlian (Henry). SeeLillfeLibniy. 
VoegBUn.JA.), M.A. See Jmtlat Eiamina- 

Vade lo. W.\ D.D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Mips. TltirdBdiHtH, 



41. 6d. nit. See also AntiqnBry's 1 

VBlMnJLB.!. See Little BooltsoD An. 
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. Sea Vtcuir Plur, 



i8 Messrs. Metuuen's Catalogue 

WUiaaaUuS ud OoHob (OtUlM)- TUklM{T.H.XB.A. S«SacklQM«toM 

S« Illiutraie? Pocket Librarr, Mclhuaii Saia. 

SUBiWdLibiuT.iuidLiulBLnimry. WUktWOn Q. Stomt). Sm Scxiiil Quw 

WiriIlidO(tt*.TwD. ONCOMMAMDO. lipniSnia. 

WiihPamui. Ci-wuSpa u. 6<e. WnUMnwil (W,X THE BRITISH 

A C>Lon»1 Ediiioo in sbo publiilitd. GARDSHES. Uliiitnited. Ohkt Bm, 

W«terb<nu«<Bln.AUr*d). WITH THE — '-> 

SIMFLb;-HEARTEU: Oitle HomiUaio ' 
WgmtiiinCountiyPticfs. Siamd Ediltm. aminaUon aeriti, 
.tma/,' /'o/I Siv. 31. w/. See alia Lillle The B^onei'l B. 

""-otSuxton (. 

ROPE. Cm 
^. W. 
A TeU-beolc cf Eoiopou HwUis <v 

vioil' (SlODey H.). See Twboolu of 

TedmuluBy, mwi™. 

A BilOUT HISTORV OK ROMK. Sixth 
Sdilitm. Wllh ) Hipi. Crtan Bwi 

Upper KonuofPubri 

SluduU U Um UninniLica. •> uiuimiio lULi •!• 

coi»n(u Tnhlo. etc Sm iLn Tba LLut* ii. «^. 

Gui.lu. Aa Aid 

irttraot* (BtlBB C). THE LAST OF t. Kir, 

TliK GREAT SCOOTS C'Butolo Bill'). _}». w<. 

Wkh IMutiuiom SK<md SdMiii. Dtmg TI&iUb CB. (1 J^V^-^j ^-1^^ SscAnti- 
tm'. Ki quaiy'i Hook] and Thf tittle Guides 

mutsrbaUiftm <Cui(Ui), M,A., B.Sc, 
_ _:nley and Whibiey. LL.U. Sea CbBrchman's Ubra£y. 

WWMbt (L.), M.A., yellow of Petnhrolie Wooil(J.A.EA See Textbooks of TechnQloey. 

C>l]eKi, CuDbridKC. ORKKK OLIGAR- ■Wood (J. Blelwryf. DAN LENO: Hu 
Ctllfis: THKIR OBGANiaATION Lif» and AewiKviMntJTS, With mani 
AN I> CHARACTER. C™u»BBr. 6i. IllustraiioiH. Crimwaoo. 6t. 

WHltaker (0. H.). M.A. See Chuichum's A Colonul Edition UaltopsbliiibKl. 

lliUe. Toad (W. mxkbMU. M.A., Ute SchoLu<pf 

...^. yn.lw.—^ T-a-^ «*-rT,n., "'orccstet CollegerOiford, and "■" — 



White (OUbWtX THE NATURAL Worcester CSllege.Oiford, and EdnuHUU 

HISTORV Ol^ SELBOKNE. Ediledbr (UAIOr J- £■). R.E., D.A.Q.-M.G. A 

L.C.MiAiL,F.R.S,:isdsiedl>yW.WAj.i>E HISTORY OF THB AMERICAN 

Fowler, U.A. CnnnBw. 6t. S» ■!» CIVIL WA^. Wiib aa Intioduciioa by 

Melhuen's5landai<] Library. H. Sfbhseb Wilkinsoh. With 34 Maps 

Whltfleld (B. &)- Sea ComiDCTCJiil Setiei, and Plans. Dtii^Zs}r>, 1^1 60, net. 

WUtellBBd (A. v.), GASPARD DE WordBWOrtb (GbrlBtOlAW)- See Asli. 

COLIGN" ""-^ - ^-"- ■- 



Drmy ivs. 

miiteWr (S. 



WhlteWr (S. Lloydj, F.i.c, Principal of Wordiwortu n 

ibe Tecbnicil luiitute. West Bromwioh. See LitllaUbrair- 

AN ELEMENTARY TEXT-BOOK OF Wrisbt (Artlmr), M.A., Fellow of Qi 

CHEMISTRY. Crown Ojlloge, Cunbridgo. See Chultb 



WbXa^riW/a')- SesSocialQueitioai 
WHitteniwT S« Thomas Smith. 

WhrtB(4.axn.Sc. Hm: Books on Biuiwa. 
Wllbarfot«a (WIlMd). Sw Li|<l) Beekt 



1^ (01 Qardon). See Duite. . 

m"« "" ""' 



on Arl. . 1^0BS.. (Qw^a 1L% IWetMI of Hi*tu* 

TLtoCOseWl. B9 PROrUNDIS. «S«* ^ tberUBiwr.it¥ of. Toronto. IHS 

A^AwL CnWklTA 51. hM- EAiRI. Of ELGIN. Widi UlaMatiMis. 

A Colsnial EduJsn i* alu pvbUMd.' : -Otm^ tmi' 711 &/. M^ 
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W^de (A. B.X MODERN ABYSSiKiAlL. 
With a Map and a Portrait Demy ^vo^ 
X5J. net. 

WnuUiaiiL (O), the boems of 

WILLIAM SHAKESPJ^lAkE. With an 
Introduction and Notes. DeMy Zvo. Buc^t- 
ratHygilt top, JOS. 6d. 

Wjon (R.) and Pnui6e (CI.). THE LAND 

OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN- Being 
a description of Montenegro. With 40 Illus- 
trations. CrovmSva,. 6f, 
A Colonial Edition is also pu'bUshed. 

Yeats (W. B.). AN ANTlkOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE, ketnsed and Enlarged 
Edition. Crown &vfK %s. 6a. 

Tendia(H.). tH^ OkEAT RED FROG.. 



A 6ioK7l(bld in 40 Coloured Pictures. Fca^, 

cvo. js. net, 
T<WlB»fflikon). THE COMPLETE 

MOTORIST. WithiaQIlludtnttidiis. 

EourtA Edition, Dnny 8tw. X2«. ^, neA 
rovOBLg (T. M.). THE AMERICAK 

COTTON INDUSTRY! A Study of 

Work ahd Workers. With an Iiitroditetloh 

by Elijah Helm, Secretary 'to H^e M«i« 

Chester Chamber of Commerce. Crown ^#. 

C/otAi zs,6d. ; paper boards, ts, 6d, 
Zenker (£. v.). ANARCHISM. Demyivo. 

IS. td, , ^ 

Zinimem (AntoniaX WHAt DO WE 

KNOW CONCERNING ^LECTRIv 
CITY? Crown 8<v. x$, 6d. net. 



AJieiait Cities 

Cr&wH Zvo. 4^. 6d, net. 



CnltSTBR. IlltlsiratedbyE. n. New. Crokvn 

%D0. 4f. 6d. net. 
Shrbwsbury. By T. Atiden, M.A., F.S.A. 



Illusti-kted. Cr&tiin Bvo. , 4s, td. ueh 
•Canterbuky. By J. C C6x, LL. D. , F,S. A. 
Illustrated. Crown Zvo, 4s, 6d, net. 



General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL;D.., F.&A4 

A series of volumes dealing with various branches of Engliish Aatiquities ; 
comprebensive and populat, a^ well as accurate and scholarly. 

Deniy%vo. *js, 6d, net. 



English Monastic Life. B5r the Right 
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition, • 

Remains qp the 'Psbhistprv: Aob ;n 
England. By B. C. A, Windle, D.Sc.. 
. FVR.S. With ntimerdus Illustr^tK>ns and 
Plans. 

Old • SBtviQBi Books or T&it> B^iglisiI 
Church. By •Christoi^r Wordsvf<Qrtk, 
M.A., and Henry LitUefaales. With 
Coloured and other Illustrations. 

~ ■ - - Y.^.k. 



CftLTlc Art. By J. Romilly Allen. 
With numerotis Inustradons vxiH Pis 



aiis. 



AslcmMjo^ogV and False Antiquities. 
By R. Munro, LL.D. With numerous 
Ilkisti^tiofitei 

SkRiNKSbP BfeiTTSM Saints. B^J.C. Wall. 
With niimbrous lUUstMitiOils and Phlns. 

^iTHEb Royal Forests of England/ By J. 
C Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. With mariy IllUs- 
. '.'trations. . 

*The Manor and Manorial Records. 
By Nathaniel J. Hon^. With m«ny tllus- 
ttatioils. 



Begifindr's Books, Hie 



Easy Fi^bi^ch ftimtfes. By HtffiH Bloiiet. 
Illustrated. Ecap, Zvo, xs. 

Easy SroRite from EnOlish History. By 
. E. M. Wilmot-Boxton, Audior of ' Makers 
of Europe.' Crown %V04 is. 



East Exerciser in ARiiifiMETic. Arranged 

by W. S. Beards Fcap, Zvo, Whhout 

• Answers, xs. With Answers^ xs. 3^ 

Easy Dictation aUd Spelling. By W. 

WiUiamson, B.A. Fonrtk Edition. Fcap. 

Zvo, xs. 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catai/x^ub 



Business, Books cm 

Crown Stvo» 2s. 6d, net, 

A series of volumes dealing^ with all the most important aspects of commercial and 
Bnancial activity. The volwnes are intended to treat separately all the conaderable 
industries and forms of business, and to explain accurately and clearly what they do 
and how they do it. Some are Illustrated. The first volumes are — 



POKTS AND Docks. By Douglas Owen. 

Railways. By E. R. McDermott 

Thb Stock Exchange. By Chas. Duguid. 

Second EdiHon. 
Thb Business of Insuxancb. By A. J. 

Wilsoii. 
Thb Elbctxical Industry : Lighting, 

Tx action, and Powbk. By A. G. Whyte, 

RSc 
Thb Shipbuilding Industry : Its History. 

Science, Practice, and Finance. By Davia 

Pollock, M.I.N.A. 
Thb Monsy Makkbt. By F. Straker. 
Thb Businbss Sidb op Agkicultukb. By 

A. G. L. Rogers, M.A. 
Law in Businbss. By H. A. Wilson. 
Thb Brewing Industkv. By Julian L. 

Baker, F.I.C, F.C.S. 



Thb Automobile Industkt. By G. de H. 
Stone. 

Mining and Mining Investments. By 
«A.MoiL* 

The Business op Advektising. By Clarence 
G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law. lUnstxated. 

Trade Unions. By G. Drage. 

Civil Enginebking. By T. Claxton Fidler, 
M.Inst. CE. Illustrated. 

*Thb Coal Industry- By Ernest Aves. 
Illustrated. 

*TheIxonTxadb. By J. Stephen Jeans. IIIus. 

Monopolies, Tkusts, and Kartells. By 
F. W. Hirst. 

•The Cotton Industkv and Tradb. By 
Prof. S. J. Chainnan, Dean of the Faculty 
of Commerce In the University of Man- 
chester. Illustrated. 



Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., LItt.D. 
A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars. 

Zachariah op Mitvlenb. Translated by F. 
J. Hamilton, D.D., and B. W. Brooks. 
Demy Zvo, zm. 64, net 



Evagrius. Eklited by lAon Parmcntier and 
M. Bidez. Demy Zvo, zor. 6d. net. 



The History of Psbllus. Edited by C 

Sathas. Detny Sva r^s. net. 
EcTHESis Chronica. Edited by Professor 

Lambros. Demy tvo. yt. 6d. net. 
The Chronicle of Morba. Edited by John 

Schmitt. DemyBvo, xst. net. 



Ghnrclunan's Bible, The 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 

A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text 

Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, In which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
spondingr as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 

The Epistle op St. Jambs. Edited by 
H. W. Fulford, M.A. Fca^. 8w. xs, 6d, 
net, 

Isaiah. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. 7Vv# 
Volumes. Fcap. Sva as. net each. With 
Map. 

The Epistle op St. Paul the Apostlb t« 
THE Ephbsians. Edited by G. H. Whitaker, 
M.A. Fcap. Zvo. is, 6d. net. 



The Epistle op St. Paul the Apostle to 
THE Galatians. Edited by A. W. Robin- 
son, M.A. Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 
IS. 6d, net. 

Ek:cLESiASTBS. Edited by A. W. Streane, 
D.D. Fcap. Zvo. is. 64, net. 

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 
THE Philippians. Edited by C R. D. 
Biggs, D.D. Second Edition. Fcap Svo. 
IS. 64, net. 
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Ghnrclimaa'B Library, The 

General Editor J. H. BURN, B.D.,F.R.S.E. 

A series of volumes upon such questions as are occupying the attention ol Churdi 
people at the present time. The Editor has enlisted the services of a band of 
scholars, who, having made a special study of their respective subjects, are in a 
position to furnish the best results of modem research accurately and attractively. 



Thb Beginnings of English Christianity. 
ByW.E. Collins, M. A. With Map. Crvwn 
Zvo, ox. 64, 

SoMB New Testament Problems. By 
Arthur Wright, M. A. Crown Zvo. tt. 

The Kingdom of Heaven Herb and Herb- 
after. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A., 
B.Sc., LL.B. CrxmmSvff, %f,6d, 

Thb Workmanship of thb JPraybr Book : 
Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 
Dowden, D.D. SecoitdEdition, Crown wo, 
3$,6d, 



Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., LittD. 

Croitm Bvo. 31. 6d, 
TheOld Testament andthbNbwScholak- 

SHip. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Crown 8vo, 

6s. 
Thb Churchman's Introduction to thb 

Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B. A. 

Crotun %vo, 31. 6d, 
The Church op Christ. By £. T. Oreen, 

M.A. Crown 6vo. 6s, 
Comparative Theology. By J. A. Mac- 

Culloch. Crown Zvo, 6s. 



Olassical Translations 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

Craivn Svo» 

A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, disting^hed by literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. 



^SCHYLUS — Agamemnon, Choephoroei Eu- 

menides. Translated by Lewis Campbell, 

LL.D. 51. 
Cicero— De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. 

P. Moor, M.A. 3f. 64. 
Cicero — Select Orations Q'ro Milone, Pro 

Mureno, Philippic 11., in Catilinam). Trans- 

lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A. 51. 
CiCERO — De Nattira Deorum. Translated by 

F. Brooks, M.A. y.6d. 
Cicero — De Officiis. Translated by G. B. 

Gardiner, M.A. as, 6d, 



Horacb— The Odea and Epodes. Translated 
by A. D. Godley, M. A. a*. ^ 

LuciAN — Six Dialogues (Ni^pinus, Icaro-Me- 
nim>us, The Cock, The Ship. The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood). Translated by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. y. 6d. 

Sophocles— Electra and Ajax. Translated Iqr 
E. D. A. Morshead, M.A. 3«. 6d,' 

Tacitus — ^Agricola and Germania. Trans- 
lated by R. B. Townshend. af . 6d, 

The Satires of Juvenal. Translated by 
S. G. Owen. %s, 6d, 



Oonunercial Series, Methnen's 

Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS, LittD., M.A. 

Crown 8v^. 

A series intended to assist students and young men preparing for a commercial 
career, by supplying useful handbooks of a clear and practical charact^, dealing 
with those subjects which are absolutely essential in the business life. 



Commercial Education in Theory and 

Practice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. 5*. 
An introduction to Methuen's Commercial 

Series treating the question of Commercial 

Education fully from both the point of view 

of the teacher and of the parent. 
British Commerce and Colonies prom 

Elizabeth to Victoria. By H. de B. 

Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Third Edition, as. 
Commercial Examination Papers. By H. 

de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. js. 6d. 
The Economics op Commerce, By H. de 

B. Gibbbs, LittD., M.A. Second Edition, 

u,6d* 



A German Commercial Reader. By S. £. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. 2X. 
A Commercial Geography op the British 

Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Fourth 

Edition, as. 
A Commercial Geography op Foreign 

Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. ss. 
A Primer op Business. By S. Jackson, 

M.A. Third Edition, is. 6d, 
Commercial Arithmetic By F. C. Taylor, 

M.A. Fourth Edition, is. 6d. 
French Commercial Correspondence. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third 

Edition, as, 

iCcntinuod, 
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Mkthuen's Commskciai. SEXiaa^-coMtimmed, 

German Commbrciai. Cobrsspokdbncs. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary, ax. 6d. 
A Vtatncu ComimaAL Rkadbr. By S. B. 

Bally. WitkVocabiilarv.^<fMMi?<A'/*Vw. ts. 
pRMCis Writing and Qfficb Correspond- 

taHcu. By E. £. Whitfield, M.A. Second 

Sditiatt, 2S. 



A Gdidb to Pbqfbssions and Business. 
By H. Jones, n. 6cL , 

ThB PrINCIPLBS OI^ l^obk-KBBPIMG BY t>00«UE 

Entry. By J. fe. fe. M'Allert, M.A. «. 

CoMMBRCfAL Law. By W. Dooglas Edwvds. 
Second Ettilion, as. 



Ooiixioisseiir's Lfbnuy, Hie . 

Wide Xoyal^Tfo. ±^, net. 

A snmptuoua series o£ ao books oo art, written bvexpertt for ooQecMri* "sapei^ly 
iUuatmtcd in photogniTure^ collotype, and coloitt. The tcidiiiioal side of the sirt is 
duly treated. The first yolumes are— - 



Mezzotints. By'C3rnl Davai^xirt. With 40 
Plates in Photogravure. 

Porcklain. By Edward Dillon. Wfth 19 
Plates in Colour, 30 in Collotype, ana $ in 
Pfiotogravore. 

Miniaturbs. By Dudley Heath. With 9 



Plates in Colour, 15 in Collot3rpe, and «$ in 

Photogravtire. 
IvoRf BS. Hy A. Maskell. With 80 Plates in 

Collotyite ftnd Photogravure. 
*ENaLiSH FultKiTtnts. By F. Si R«biiiaon. 

With z6o Plates in Collotsrpe and one in 

Photogravure. 



])cyratloii, the Littttttir Of 

With iBtrodnctions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small Pott $V(f, clalkf a/. ; leather^ 2s, Bdi nel. 

These masterpieces of devotional literature ate furnished with such Introductions 
and Notes as may be necessary to explain the standpoint of the author aitd the 
obvious difficulties of the text, without unnecessary intrusion between thte author and 
the devout mind. 

On the Love of God, By St. Frcfacis de 

Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox- Little, M.A 
A Manual of Consolation prom the 

Saints and Fathers. Edited by J. H. 

Burn, B.D. 
The Song of Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland. 

M.A 
Thb DsvoTiONd OF! St. Ansblhl Edited by 

C.C. t. Webb,M,A. 
Grace Abounding. ByJohnBimyan. Edited 

by S. C. Freer, M A. 
Bishop Wilson's Sacra PriVata. Bdited 

by A. E. Burn, KJ). . 
Ltra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse. 

Edited by H. C Beeching, M.A, Coaon of 

Westminster. 
A Day Book FROM THB Saints AMD Fatrbss. 

Edited by T. H. Burn, B.D. 
HtEAVENLV Wisdom. A Selection from the 

English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory. 
Light, Life, and Lovb. A Selection ftx>m Uie 

German Mystics. Edited by W. R. Inge, 

M.A. 
*Thb Devout Lifb'op St. Francis dk Salbs. 

Translated and Edited by T. Bams, M JL 



The Confessions of St. Augustine, Edited 

by C. Bigg, D.D. Third Edition. 
The Christian Year. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D. D. Second EHiioH, 
The Imitation of Ciwist. Edited by C 

Bigg, D. D. Fourth Edition. 
A Book OF Devotions. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. ^.1^% Second Edition, 
Lyra Innocbntium. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D.D. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 

Life. Edited by C Bigg, D.D. Second 

Edition. 
The Temple. Edited by £. C S. Gibson, 

D.D. Sicond Edition 
A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge, B.D. 
The Psalms of David. Edited by B. W. 

Randolph, D.D. 
Lyra Apostolica^^ Edited by Canon Scott 

Holkin4 £^d Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A. 
Thb Inner Way. By J. Tanler. Edited by 

A. W. Hutton, M.A. 
Thb Thoughts of Pascal. Edited by C 

S. Jerram, M.A. 
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U8t]m«n'8 Half-OrowB Llbtaiy 

Crtmm 9tfa. as. 6d. net. 



E^oMSH Lviucs. Bt W. E. Hcnlty. SictKd 

EJititm 
ThkGou 

L^.3. 

CitiTitM.: Tbs Stg^ or » Mian Sk|c. By 
Sii a S, SabaBon, E.CS.I. TUrd 
Eiitiaa. Withnuiimouf llluw r a»iciafcM»p, 



roSiirBWHTioiis. By 



Ehgi 



TBI lAWD 



, _, .. H: UlcbGatd, 

U.A.,rS.A- WitbcuayUlutiukui. 
'A Book oi> English Pbmk Bt W. E. 

S; a IMscnptioD of MoBUMsvo. By 



Elnstiated Pocket Lllnary of FblK ud Coloured Books, Tbe 

Raf itnti y. Od. nei tack Vfiumt, ' 

Aieriea, in snvll fonn, of soqie oi the fhmom fflustr^eii boolu of fiction and 

euiai liieiature. piese aie fk'Uifull; regriiilal fiuin^tti* fust or bea adiiioos 
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Messrs. Mbthubn^ Catalogue 




Umal lAwm iMiwmtjam, or, tlM Vmf aad 
Nigfac Scenes or Bmu Bora, B«i., a^ U> 



BjaRcalPiMklT. Wkh 19 GolaaEcd Plates 
by Hath, Maiks, etc. 

Thb Aovcarnnus op Tomnnr If xaooiiB im 

Natt. Bt Alfred ButoL Wkk z6 

Coloared Plates by T. Roerlaadsoii. 

Thx Qu> KacLisa Sqcikb: A Poea. By 
[pirn Carcleas, Saq. With ao Coloned 
after the ttfle of T. Sovlaadaaa. 

MSB Sit. By Bernard Bbck- 

tle. With n Coloned Plates by R. 

and aumy Unstrations on 



PLAIV BOOKS 



Thb Giatb i A 



By Robert Bfadr. 



lOnstrated by xa itt« iut>£«.»g^*^it«Mi }g^ Loots 
S chia moettiftoai dfte original l u r euUoui of 
Wilfiaai Blake. With an EonmTed Title Face 
aad a Portraitof Bbka by T. PhOI^ ILA. 
The ilbwlTations are rcprodncad ui phoco- 



iLUomtATiom or thb Bookop Jon. In- 
vented and eiwraved by WBfiaas Blake. 
These fuaooslilastrations — ninnaBber 
— arereprod' 

^Esoff^s Fabl 



rth 380 Woodcttta by 

WimMon Castlb. Bt W. HaniMO Ainsworth. 
With sa Pbites and 8t Woodcots in tha Text 
by Gaorga GraikdHudb 



Thb Towbb or Lohdok. By W. Harrison 

Ainsworth. With 40 Pbtcs and 58 Woodcuts 

In the Text by Georee Graikshank. 
FkAKK Faiklbgh. By F. R. SoMdley. With 

30 Plates by GeoTfe CkvikshanlE. 
Hakot Andt. By Samod Lover. With 24 

IDnstnuions by the Anthor. 
Tta CoMPLBAT Akglbb. By Isaak Wahoa 

and Charles Cotton. ¥fith 14 Plates and 77 

Woodcnttin the Text. 
Thh Tohimr ii rr nrod n rrd frnm tbt b taoti 

fid edition of John Msgor of 1834. 
Thb Pickwick Patsbs. By Oartes Dickens. 

With the 43 IM usl i a t i o n s by Seymoor and 

Phis, the two Boss Plates, and the 3s Con- 

tcn^Mrary Onwliyn Plates. 



Jtmioir Ezsminfttioii Secies 

Edited by A. M. M. Stkdman, M.A. Fcaf, Svo. is. 

This series is intended to lead op to the School Examination Series, and is intended 
for the use of teachers and students, to supply material for the former and practice 
for the latter. Tlie papers are carefully graduated, cover the whole of the subject 
omally taught, and are intended to form part of the ordinary dass work. Tliey 
may be used vivd voce or as a written exammation. 

Junior Greek Examination Papbrs. By T. 
C Weatberhead, M.A. 

Junior General Inpormation Examina- 
tion Papers. By W. S. Beard. 

*A Key to the above. Croum 8sv. y. 6d. 



Junior French Examination Papbrs. By 

F. Jacob, M.A. 
Junior Latin Examination Papers. By C* 

G. Botting, M.A. Third EdUum. 
Junior English Examination Patbbs. By 

W. Williamson, M.A. 
Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers. 

By W. S. Beard. Stcmul EMHotu 
Junior Algebra Examination Papbbs. By 

S. W. rum, M.A. 



Junior Geography Examination Papbrs. 
ByW.G. Baker, M.A. 

Junior German Examination Papbss. By 
A. Vo^din, BLA. 



Junior Sehool-Books, Uethneii's 

Edited by O. D. Inskip, LL.D., and W. Williamson, B.A. 

A series of elementary books for pupils in lower forms, simply written 

by teachers of experience. 

The Gospel According to St. llATTHBir. 
Edited by K Wilton Sonth, M.A. With 
Three liacp^ Crcmm 9v^ tr, 6d. 



A Class-Book op Dictation Passagbs. By 
W.Wniiamson,B.A. T^ntkEdUi^m. Crown 
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Tte Gospel AccosDiNGTO St. Mark. Edited 
bv A. £. Ruble, D.D. With Three Maps. 
Cfvwm 8«w. X*. 6d. ^^ 

A Junior English Grammak. By W. William- 
800, B. A. With nomeroos passaees forparsiiig 
and analysis, and a chapter on lEssay Writing. 
SgamdEdiium, Crown Zvo, as. 

A Junior Chbmistrt. By E. A. Tyler, B. A. , 
F.CS. With 78 Illustrations. Second Edi- 
Hon, Crown wo, as, 6d, 

The Acts op the Apostles. Edited by A. 
E. Rubie, D.D. Crown Zvo, as, 

A Junior French Grammar. By L; A. 
Somet and M. J. Acatos. Crown Bvo, as. 

Elementary Experimental Science. Phy- 
sics by W. T. dough, A.R.C.S. Chemistry 



by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 9 Plates and 

154 Diagrams. Crown Bvo, as, 6d, 
A Junior Geometry. By Noel S. Lydon. 

With 339 Diagrams. Crown Bva, as. 
*A Junior Magnetism and Electricity. By 

W. T. Clough. With many Illustrations. 

Crown itfo. 
Elementary Experimental Chemistry. 

By A. E.^ Dunstan, B.Sc. With 4 Plates 

and X09 Diagrams. Crown Bvo, as, 
A Junior French Prose Composition. 

By R. R. N. Baron, M. A. Crown Svo. as, 
*Thb Gospel According to St. Luke. With 

an Introduction and Notes by William 

Williamson. B. A. With Three Maps. CroTtm 

Bvo, is, 6a, 



Leaders of Beligion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster With Portraits. 

Crown Zvo, as, net, 

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious life 
and thought of all ages and countries. 



Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Hutton. 
John Wesley. By J. H. Overton, M. A. 
Bishop Wilbbrforce. By G. W. Daniell, 

M.A. 
Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton, M. A. 
Charles Simeon. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D. 
John Kbble. By Walter Lock. D.D. 
Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
Lancelot Andrewes. By R. L. Ottley, 

D.D. Second Edition, 
Augustine op Canterbury. By E. L. 

Cutts, D.D. 



William Laud. By W. H. Hutton, MJ^ 

Third Edition, 
John Knox. ByF.MacCunn. Second Edition, 
John Howe. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 
Bishop Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A^ 
George Fox, the Quake><. By T. Hodgkin, 

D.C.L. 
John Donne. By Augustus Jessopp, D.D. 
Thomas Cranmer. By A. J. Mason, D.D 
Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A. 

J. Carlyle, M.A. 
Bishop Butler. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 



Little Blue Books, The 

General Editor, E. V. LUCAS. 

Illustrated, Demy i6m0. 2s, 6d, 

A series of books for children. The aim of the editor is to get entertaining or 
exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied rather. wan 
expressed. 



1. The Castaways op Mbadowbank. By 

Thomas Cobb. 

2. The Beechnut Book. By Jacob Abbott. 

Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

3. The Air Gun. By T. Hilbert. 

4. A School Year. By Netta Syrett 

5. The Peelbs at the Capital. By Roger 

Ashton. 



6. The Treasure op Primcegatb Priory 

By T. Cobb. 

7. Mrs. Barberry's General Shop. By 

Roger Ashton. 

8. A Book op Bad Children. By W. T. 

Webb. 

9. The Lost Ball. By Thomas Cobb. 



Little Books on Art 

JVitA many Illustrations, Demy l6mo, 2s, 6d, net, 

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the 
subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced 
with the greatest care. Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in Rotogravure. 

Greek Art. Second Edition, H. B. Walters. I Reynolds. J. Sime. 
Bookplates. E. Almack. | Romney. George Paston. 

[Continued. 
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Little Books ow Axr^-^ ^mtf rn rntd , 
Watts. XL E. D. Skelchley. 
Lbightoic. Alice Corkran. 
Vblasqub. Wilfrid Wilbcrfofoe and A. 

Gilbert 
Gbsuzb and Bouchki. Elia F. PoUard. 
Vajtdyck. M. G. Smallwood' 
TuKNsa. Frances Tyrell-GilL 
DOrbs. Jessie Allen. 
Honvnu U. P. K. Skipton. 
HoLBBiM. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 



R. 



Buxxs-Joms. Fortonte de 
RmsRAJiDT. Mrs. E* A« Sharp 
CoKOT. Alice PoDanl and Ethel BiraattngL 
Rathasu a. ILDryfaorst. 
MiLLBT. Ketta Peacock. 
Illuminatbd MSS. J. W. Bradley. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jenaer. 
Tbwbllkky. Cyril Pavenport. 
*Claudb. Edward Dilloo. 



Little Oallflries, Tlie 

Dimy i6mo, 2x. 6d. net. 

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great pahiterii 
Each volume contains 20 plates in photonavure, together with a short outline of the 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 

A Lrrrut Gallbry op Miljlais. 



A Littlb Gallbrv op Rbynolds. 
A LrnxB Gallbrv op Romnbt. 
A Littlb Gallbrv op Hoppnbr. 



A Littlb Gallbxt op Bhgush Pobts. 



Little Ckddei, The 

Sma/l Pott Svo, chtA, 2s, 6d, net,; leather^ %s, 6d, net, 

Kbnt. By O. Clbch. Illtistrated by F. D. 

Ittustrated by R 



OxPORD and its Collbgbs. By J. Wdls. 

M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New. F^ttrtk 

Edition, 
Cambridgb and its Collbgbs. By A. 

Hamilton Thompson. Stamd Edition, 

Ilhastrated by E. H. New. 
Thb Malvbrn Country. By B. C A. 

Windle, D.Sc, F.RS. Illustrated by E. 

H. New. 
Shakbspbarb's Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc, F.R.S. Illustrated by £. 

H. New. Second Edition. 
Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated 

by E. H. New. 
Wbstminstbr Abbey. By G. E. Troutbeck. 

Illustrated by F. D. Bedford. 
Norfolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by 

B. C. Boulter. 
Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated 

by B. C Boulter. 
Brittany. By S. Baring-Gould. Illustrated 

by J. Wylie. 
Hertfordshire. By H. W. Tompkins, 

F.R.H.S. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Thb English Lakes. By F. G. 

:. H. New. 



M.A. Illustrated by E. 



Bedford. 
RoMB By C G. Ellaby. 
C Boulter. 

Thb Islb op Wight. By G, CUiidi. lOns. 
trated by F. D. Bedford. 

SuRRBY. By F. A. H. Laaibart. Ilhiabatod 

by E. H. New. 
Buckinghamshire. By E. S. Roscoe. lUus- 

trated by F. D. Bedford. 

SuPPOLK. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by J. 

Wylie. 
Derbyshirb. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A 

lUustratedbyJ. C. Wall. 

The North Riding op Yorkshxrb. By J. 
E. Morris. Illustrated by R. J. S. 
Bertram. 

Hampshire. By J. C Cox. Illustrated by 
M. E. Purser. 

Sicily. By F. H. Jackscm. With many 
Illustrations by the Author. 

Dorset. By Frank R Heath. Illustrated. 

Brabant, > Cheshire. By W. M. Gallichan. Illustrated 
by Elizabeth Hartley. 



Little Library, The 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Small Pott Svo. Each Volume^ cloth^ is. 6d, net ; leather, 2s, 6d, net, 
A series of small books under the above title, containing some of the famous works 
in English and other literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles letties. 
The series also contains volumes of selections in prose and verse. 

The books are edited with the most sympathetic and scholarly care. F^rh one 
contains an introduction which gives (i) a short biography of the author; (a) a 
critical estimate of the book. Where they are necessary, short notes are added at 
the foot of the page. 



General Ijteraturs 17 

Each volume bai a phologiBvure ihHitli[dece, and the booki are pradnced nHk 



ilLOn. ENGLISH LYRICS, A UTTLB 
BOOK OF. 

iHtan (Jmw). pride and PBKJU- 

DICE. Edited br £■ V. Lucu. Tteo 

NORTHANOER ABBEY. Edll«ll7B.V. 

BwMm (Fniiala). THE ESSAYS OF 
LORD BACON. Ediiid br Edwud 



OF KNGUSH PROSE. 
BMktold (WiniUB). TJus. niaxvut 

OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited 

by E. Dbmisoh Ross. 
BUka (WUUun). SELECTIONS FROM 

WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited br M. 

BOITinr (OMIKe). LAVENGRa Ediud 

bi F. HiNDKs diooin. Two Vtlumiu 

HE ROMANY RYE. Edited by Johh 



Panlar (Suui). marriage. Edited 

by A GoODUCM - rnsit nad Lots 

TH™INHERITANCe' 7Wf«fawi. 
OMkaUIHn,). CRANFORD. Editedby 

Hawthonte (H&tb&iilBl). THE scarlet 

LETTER. Edited by Pi --" - 
—A ._ im ni > Yj4^ii,,i 

I. 

jAl v.). EOTHBN. Wttb u 



by A. D. GoDLEY, 

Tint EdilioD. 

LondttlUnr (H. v.). selections 

FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 



hmniiiwfK 

FROM^ Ti__ 

ROBERT BROWNING. 
HallGbii 

Oaiiiiliw(aa__.,. 

THE ANXrTACOBIN: with 



LY POEMS OF 



iriACOBII 



K(aMiraa). SELECTIONS I 
ANTIUA - 

Oeiri^ (Abraluua). the essays of 

ABRABAH COWLEY. Edited by H.C. 

OnblMjlMtKa). SELECTIONS FROM 
GEOBGS - CRABBE. Ei£ttd by A. C. 

OnlkOmj. JOHN HALIFAX, 
GENTLEMAN. EdUed by Anhe 

Onwibaw ('siCbard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRAWSHAW. 

Edited by Ei>itabi> Huttdh. 

Duits (AUgblerl). THE inferno of 

DANTE.- TraulUed by H. F. Cabv. 

Edited by Pacct ToTHBES, M.A.,D.Litt. 
THE PURGATORIO or DANTE. Tnui.. 

latcd by H. P. Cabt. Edited by Paoit 

ToTOBBH. H.A., D.LItt. 
THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Tiuu- 

lued by H. F. Carv. Edited by Fagkt 

" -„ D.LIt^ 

.J,.). SELEt 

^S OF GEORGE DARLEV. 

I LITTl^ BOOK OF 



OF 



D JJolml. THE MINOR POEUS 

JOHN^MILTON. Edited 1» H. C 



Edited by G. H. 

amltblHonuwudJuiM). rejected 



II(rir(p.M). U^SISWAUGH. Edited 

by F. HumBisoH. 
m^ulll (J. B. &). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

ENGLISH SONNETS. 

BoolwiaaoaQidn*). the haxius OF 

LA ROCHEFOUC - ■ ■ 

tat Deu Stanhoiv. 

!llltll<H01 

ADDRESSES. 1 
U.A. 

StemeJI&iiTeiiM). A SENi 

journey. EdiledbyH.V. 

TMarHtll|Alfr«d,Iord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED. LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited by J. Chubtoit Cau4)iii, 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C 

BsBCHlHti, M.A. 
THE PRINCESS. Edited by Euiabbth 



Edited by S. GnvHH. T/trHf,.. .. 
PSNDENNIS. Edited by S. Cwi 

Tim Valuma. 
ESMOND. Edited by S. CwvHH. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. EcKledbyS.Gi 

- * ~ — r). THE poem; 

HAN. Edited by Sawus 
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Thb LiTTLB Lmuu 

Walton dnak). THE compleat 

ANGLER. Edited by J. Bucuan. 



Word a wqrth(W^ selections from 

WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell 
C. Smith. 
Wordiwortli (W.) and Colesrldge (B. T.K 
LYRICAL BALLADS. EdicedbyG»»GS 
Sampson. 



WaltriiouM (Mn. Alfirad). A uttle 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 
by. Sevmtk EdiUmu 

Miniature Library, Methneii's 

Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of 

humanity, devotion, or literary genhis. 



EoPHRANoit: A Dialoffue on Yoadi. By 
Edward FitxGeiald. From the editionjmb- 
tidied bv W. Pickering in 1851. Dtmf 

PoLONius: or Wiae Saws and Modem In- 
itancet. By Edward FitzGerakL From 
the edition published by W. Pickering in 
xBsa. Dtmy jsmm. Ltaiktr^ as, ntl, 

Thb RubXitAt or Omar RnawXm. By 
Edward FitsGerald. From the ist edition 
of 1859, Third EditioH, LgaiJktr, u, mt 



Ths Lira op Edwakd, Lokd HasBKar or 
Chsrbury. Writtoi by himself. From 
the edition printed at Strawberry Hill in 
the year Z704. Mtdhnm ytma, L^atkiTf 
2*, nti, 

Thb Visions op Dom Francisco QvavsDo 
ViLLBGAS, Knight of the Order of St 
James. Made English by R. L. From the 
edition printed for H. Herringman, x668. 
I^athtr, at. mi. 

PosMS. Bv Dora GreenwdL From the edi- 
tion of 7848. Leatktr, ». Hit. 



The Oxford Biographies 

Fcap. 8tv. EacJk volume^ cloth^ 2s.6d, net*, leatherf 3/. 6iL net. 
These books are written by scholars of repute, who combme knowledge and 
literary skill with the power of popular presentation. They are illustrated from 
authentic material. 



Dantb Aughisri. By Paget Toynbee, M.A., 

D.Litt. With 19 Illustrations. Second 

Edition. 
Savonarola. By E. L. S. Horsbur^h, M.A. 

With xa Illustrations. Second Edition. 
John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., 

Vicar of Leeds, with xa Illustrations. 
Tbnnvson. ^By a. C. Bbnson, M.A. With 

9 Illustrations. 
Walter Raleigh. By I. A. Taylor With 

I a Illustrations. 
Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With xa 

Illustrations. 
Thb Young Prbtbndbr. By C. S. Terry. 

With xa Illustrations. 



Robbrt BtJRNS. By T. F. Henderson. 

With xa Illustrations. 
Chatham. By A. S. M'DowalL With z> 

Illustrations. 
St. Francis op Assisi. By Anna M. Stod- 

dart. With x6 Illustrations. 
Canning. ^ By W. A. Phillips. With xa 

Illustrations. 
Bbaconsfibld. By Walter SicheL With xs 

Illustrations. 
Gobthb. By H. G. Atkins. With za lUns- 

trations. 
»Fbnelon. By Viscount St. Cyres. With 

xa Illustrations. 



School Examination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown Svo. 



ar. 6d, 



Frbnch Examination Papers. By A. M. 
M. Stedman^ M.A. ThirUenth Edition. 
A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fifth Edition. 
Crown %vo. 6r. net* 
Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Twelfth Editum. 
Kbv {Fourth Edition) issued as above. 
6x. net. 
Greek Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Seventh Edition. 
Key {Second Edition) issued as above. 
6s. net, 
German Examination Papers. By R. J. 
Morich. Fifth Edition. 



Key {Second Edition) issued as above. 
6s. net. 

History and Geography Examination 
Papers. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Third 
Edition. 

Physics Examination Papers. By R. E. 
Steel, M.A., F.CS. 

Gbnbral Knowlbdgb Examimattom 
Papers. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. 
Fifth Edition. 

Key {Third Edition) issacd as above. 
^s. net. 

Examination Papers in English History. 
By J. Tait Plowden-Wardbiw, B.A. 
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Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. D£ B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. Crown Svo. as, 6d. 

A series of volumes upon those topics of social economic, and industrial interest 
that are foremost in the public mind. 

Each volume is written by an author who is an acknowledged authority upon the 
subject with which he deals. 



Trade Unionism— New and Old. By G. 

Howell. Third Edition. 
The Co-opbrativb Movement To>day. By 

G. J. Holyoake. Fourth Edition, 
Problems of Poverty. By J. A. Hobson, 

M.A. Fifth Edition. 
The CoMidSRCE op Nations. By C. F. 

Bastable, M. A. Third Edition, 
The Alien Invasion. By W. H. Wilkins,B* A. 
The Rural Exodus. By P. Anderson 

Graham. 
Land Nationalization. By Harold Cox, 

B.A. 
A Shorter Working Day, By H. de Gibbins 

and R. A. Hadfield. 
Back to the Land. An Inauiry into Rural 

Depopulation. By H. £. Moore. 
Trusts, Pools, and Corners. By J. Stephen 

Jeans. 



By R. W. Cooke- 
By Gertrude 
Miss 



The Factory System. 

Taylor. 
The State and its Children. 

Tuckwell. 
Women's Work. Bjr Lady Dilke, 

Bulley, and Miss Whitley. 
Socialism and Modern Thought. By M. 

Kauffmann. 
The Problem op the Unemployed. By J. 

A: Hobson, M.A. 
Life in West London. By Arthur Sherwell, 

M.A. Third Edition. 
Railway Nationalization. By Clement 

Edwards. 
Workhouses and Pauperism. By Louisa 

Twining. 
University and Social Settlements. By 

W. Reason, M.A. 



Methuen's Standard Library 

Edited by SIDNEY LEE. In Six^ny Volumes, 

Messrs. Mbthuen are^ publishing a new series of reprints containing both books of classical 
repute, which are accessible in various forms, and also some rarer books, of which no satisfactory 
edition at a moderate price is in existence. It is their ambition to place the best books of all 
nations, and particularly of the An^lo'SjucOT race, within the reach of every reader. All the 
great masters of Poetry, Drama, Fiction, History. Biography, and Philosophy will be repre- 
sented. Mr. Sidney Lee is the General Editor of the Library, and he contributes a Note to 
each book. The characteristics of Methuen's Standard Library are five : — z. Soundness 
of Text. s. Completeness. 3. Cheapness. 4. Clearness op Type. 5. Simplicity. 
In a few cases very long books are issued as Double Volumes at One Shilling net or as Treble 
Volumes at One Shilling and Sixpence net. The volumes may also be obtained in cloth at 
One Shilling net, or in the case of a Double or Treble Volume at One and Sixpence net or 
Two Shillings net. 

These are the early Books, all of which are in the Press — 



The Works of William Shakespeare. In 

10 volumes. 
Vol. I.— The Tempest; The Two Gentlemen 

of Verona ; The Merry Wives of Windsor ; 

Measure for Measure; The Comedy of 

Errors. 
Vol. II.— Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's 

Labour's Lost; A Midsummer Night's 
--Dream ; The Merchant of Venice ; As You 

Like It. 
Vol. iil— The Taming of the Shrew ; All's 

Well that Ends Well; Twelfth Night ; The 

Winter's Tale. 
*VoL IV.— The Life and Death of King John ; 

The Tragedy of King Richard the Second ; 

The First Part of King Henry iv. ; The 

Second Part of King Henry tv. 



*Vol. v.— The Life of King Henry v. ; The 
First Part of King Henry vi. ; The Second 
Part of King Henry vi. 
*VoI.vi.— The Third Part of King Henry vl: 
The Tragedy of King Richard in. ; The 
Famous History of the Life of King 
Henry viii. 
The Pii grim's Progress. By John Bunyan. 
The Novels of Jane Austen. In 5 volumes. 

Vol. I. — Sense and Sensibility. 
The English Works of Francis Bacon, 
Lord Verulam. 
Vol. I.— Essays and Counsels and the New 
Atlantis. 
The Poems andPlays op Oliver Goldsmith. 
On the Imitation op Christ. By Thomas 
iiKeapis. 

\C9nHnMtd* 
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Mbtkubm's Standakd jAnnAXT^-e»uimmtd, 
Thb Wokki or Bbn Jonsom. In about la 



*VoL. I.— The Case is Altered ; ETcry Man 
in His Homoor ; Every Man ont of His 
Hnmocur* 
*VoL II.— Cynthia's ReTeb ; The Poetaster. 
Thb PaosB Works op John Milton. 

*VoL. I.— Eikonoklastesand The Tenure of 
Kinss and Magistrates. 
Sblbct Works or Sdmund Burkb. 

Vol. I. — Reflectiooson the French Revolution. 
Thb Works op Hbnrt Fiblding. 

Vol. I. —Tom Jones. (Treble Volume. ) 
Thb Pobms op Thomas Chattbrton. In s 
volumes. 
*Vol. I.— Mtscdlaneons Poems. 
*The Lipb op Nblson. By Robert Southey. 
The Mbditations op Marcus Aurbuus. 

Translated by R. Graves. 
Thb History op thb Dbclinb and Fall op 
thb Roman Empirb. By Edward Gibbon. 
In 7 volumes. 

The Notes have been revised by J. B. 
Bury, LittD. 
Thb Plays op Christophbr Marlowb. 
*Vol. I.— Tamburlane the Great; The Tragi- 
cal Hbtory of Doctor Faustus. 
*Thb Natural History and Antiquitibsop 
Sblbornb. By Gilbert White. 



Thb Pobms op Pbscy Btsshb Shbllbt. In 

4 volumes. 
*Vol. L— Alastor ; The Daemon of the World ; 

The Revolt of Islam, etc 
*Vol. IL—Plrometheus Unbound ; TheCenci ; 
The Masque of Anarchy; Peter Bell the 
Thkd ; Ode to Liberty^; The Witch of 
Atlas ; Ode to Naples ; CEdipus Tyrazmas. 
The text has been revised by C. D. Locock. 
•Thb Little Flowers of St. Francis. 

Translated by W. Heywood. 
The Works op Sir Thomas Browne. In 6 
volumes. 
*VoI. 1. — Religio Media and Urn BuriaL 
The Pobms of John Milton. In a volumes. 
•VoL L— Paradise Lost. 
•Vol. II. — Miscellaneous Poemsand Paradise 
Reratined. 
Select Works op Sir Thomas Morb. 

•Vol. I. — Utopia and Poems. 
*Thb Analogy op Religion, Katdrai. and 

Revealed. Byjoseph Butler, D.D. 
•The Plays op Philip Massingbr. 

VoL I.— The Duke of Milan ; The Bond- 
man ; The Roman Actor. 
•The Pobms op John Keats. In s volumes. 
•The Republic op Plato. Translated by 
Taylor and Sydenham. 



Tedmology, Textbooks of 

Edited by Professor J. WERTHEIMER, F.I.C. 
Fuify Illustrated, 



How to Makb a Drbss. By J. A. B. Wood. 

Third EditUu, Crenm^no. is,6d. 
Carpentry and Joinbry. By F. C. Webber. 

Third Edition, Crown 8tw. 31. 6d, 
Practical Mechanics. By Sidney H. Wells. 

Third Edition. Crown ivo, 3s, 6d. 
Practical Physics. By H. Stroud, D.Sc, 

M.A. Crown Sew. y. 6d. 
Millinery, Theoretical and Practical. 

By Clare HilL Second EtUtion, Crown 9tw. 

Practical Chemistry. Part l By W. 
French, MA. Crown Btw, Third Edition. 
IS. 6d. 



Practical Chemistry. Part 11. By W. 
French, M.A., and T. H. Boardman, M.A. 
Crowun Bva, is. 6d. 

Technical Arithmetic and Geometry. 
By C. T. Millis, M.I.M.E. Croton 8cw. 
y. 6d. 

An Introduction to the Study op Tex- 
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Vemy 
Svo. ys. 6d. 

Builders' Quantities. By H. C. Grubb. 
Crown Boo. 4s, 6d. 

Repouss£ Mctal Work. By A. C. Hnth. 
Crown Zvo. sr. 6d. 

Theology, HandbookB of 

Edited by R. L. Ottley, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford, 

and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. 

The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of 
Theology with trustworthy Text-books, adequately rei>resenting the present position 
of the questions dealt with ; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an 
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on 
Theology and Religion. 

to thb History op 
F. B. JevooSi M.A*« 
Edition. Demy Zvo. 

[Contimud. 



The XXXIX. Articles op the Church op 
England. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Third and Choaper Edition in one 
Volume. Dtmjf Zvo, zsf. Sd, 



An Introduction 
Rblhboh. By 

Litt.D. Third 
JOS, Cd. 
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Handbooks of Thkoi^ogy— continued. 

Thb Doctrine of thb Incarnation. By R. 

L. Ottley, D.D. Second and Chemper 

Edition. Demy 8cw. zaf. ^d. 
An Introduction to thb History of thb 

Crbbds. By a. £. Bum, B.D. Demy 

88V. xof. ^d. 



Thb Philosophy of Rbligion in England 

and America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D. 

Demy Zvo, tot. 6a. 
A History of Early Christian Doctrine. 

By J. F. Bethnne Baker, M.A. DemyHvo. 

zor. 6d, 



Westminster Commentaries, The 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 
The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author's 
meaning to the present generation. The editors will not deal, except very subor- 
dinately, with c|uestions of textual criticism or philology ; but, taking the English 
text in the Revised Version as their basis, they will try to combine a hearty accept- 
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith. 

The Book of Genesis. Edited with Intro- 
duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D. 
Fourth Edition Demy Bzfo. xos. 6d. 

The Book of Job. Edited by E. C S. Gibson, 
D.D. Second Edition. DemySvo. 6s. 

The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by R. 
B. Rackham, M. A. Demy 8cv. Second and 
Cheaj^r Edition, zor. 6ff. 



The First Epistle of Paul thb Apostle 
TO thb CkiRiNTHiANS. Edited by H. L. 
Goudge, M.A. Demy Bvo. 6t. 

The Epistle of St. James. Edited with In* 
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling, 
M.A. Demy Zvo. 6s. 



Part II. — Fiction 



AllMUIieBi (E. MartoA SUSANNAH AND 

ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Crown 

Bvo. 6s. 
THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 
CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi- 
tion* Crown Bvo. 6s. 
LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
PETER, A PARASITE. Crown Bpo. 6s. 
THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. Crown 

Bvo. 6t. 
Anstey (F.), Author of *Vice Versl* A 

BAYARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated 

by Bernard Partridge. Third Edition. 

Crown Bvo, 3*. 6d. 
BacbeUerCIrvuur), Autborof 'Eben Holden.' 
DARREL OFTHE BLESSED ISLES. 

Third Edition. Crown Boo. 6s. 
Ba«Ot(Bicliard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

Third Edition. Crotvn Bvo. 6s. 
THE PASSPORT. Second Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Balf01ir(AndTewX See Shilling Novels. 
Bazing-Ooiad (S.). ARMINELL. F(/ih 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
URITH. FtYth Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh 

Edition. Crown Boo. 6s. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth EdiHon. 

Crown Bvo, 6s. 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
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THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Ftyth Edition. 

Crown-Bvo. 6s. 
ACQUETTA. Third Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
_:iTTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8w. 6*. 
NOEMI. VXyxs.\x^XieA. Fourth Editum. Crown 

Bvo, 6s. 
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. 

Fourth Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Croivn Bvo. 6s. 
THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Crown 8pa 6s. 
BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
PABO THE PRIEST. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
MISS QUILLET. Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
INDEWISLAND. Second Edition. Crown 

Bzw. 6s, 
LITTLE TXrPENNY. A Aew Edition. 6d. 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Bazlow (Janei THE land of the 

SHAMROCK. CroTimBvo. 6s, See also 
Shilling Novels. 

Barr (Bol)«rU IN THE midst of 

ALARMS. Third Edition, CrovmBvo, 6t. 
' A book which has abundantly satisfied us 
by its capital humour.' — Daily Chronic fe. 
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THE MUTABLE MANV- TUrd EJilitm. 

'Thtn fa BoA inaigbl in h, uhI nnd 
neannl bmrnnu-'—O^ilr ClirrtiicU. 
THB COUNTESS TEKLA. Tkiri BdiOtn. 

'Of lb 



ti tha VST bcu WE bii 

THE LADY ELECTRA. Stand EdiHtu. 

THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

TUMRditint. CmnScv. 6t. 

S« alio SbUlloi NoTclL 

1H*h1« (HaiOldX THE ADVENTURES 

^FSIRJOHN SPARROW. Cmm^e*. 6i. 

Bdl(M(HllilT*). EMMANUEL BURDEN, 

— '^■'""-' With 36 TlluitAtiow bjr 



MKKCHANT. 



C. K. Chk 



if. 



5« ShlUinj Nov. 

_. (lUrairt). sTlBJK 

VANITY. CfMHBw 



TlBJECT TO 

J1.W, 

Bwut (SlrValMr). SoSbUliDiNoni 
"■ "AIOlAO.). S« V, LMikndge. 

■.BlmaMn»X ^^^^ ■^■ 



ONE; A Pu< of the ^nch Rtrdul 



THE FATE OF VALSEC, Cm 
A BRANDED NAME. Cnami 

StciboSbilliniN ' 

UMi ^BmurdX All 

FESSIONSOF DIANA PLEASE,' fiird 

Edilien. fiwwi Boa 6j. 
A JAY OF ITALY, rkirdhd. Lr.tvu. U. 
VlieiIMr(THtllBTllT). THE TRAGEDY 

OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Cnw" 

the' MV.STERY OF A BUNGALOW. 

"sm .Iio Sbiliing t^el^' 
OUfford (HuslU. A FREE LANCE OF 

TO-DAY. C>™«1 8iw. «i. 
ClUIOrd (Mn. W. K.). Sm ShLlllne Novtlj 

Cobb (Thomu). 



Tncsdr* !• k loftr Kiid ux 
iiunhm* of lbs npniiia dimu of tbe 
iuwtd lurrWin.'— &i4M>JC<n«K 
HE SORROWS or SATAN. FirtT- 
IfinUtEJilitH. C 




iblioHu^W. T. Stud id tlw Snt 
THB MASTER CHRISTIAN. 



OF FACE. 



ihe man u:lC-it.ta&cA rmlen, u^ tbn 
nHkci >1 ths root of the fkilnn oftbi 

Jl mhowl tba ioenllblB dimtn hnpix 
. . . Th< good Cvdiiul BoDpii a i 
Ltifol fieim, fit ta stand b«idde tbvcoe^ 
.op in ''Ld Mii«rkblix.* It b> book 
■ BciiQujpurpoKex|s«ucdwiEbabaoliite 
mventloDfLiily and uMion, , , . Aj^d^ 
D tay it it a book wortb readu^'— 

R: A STUDY IN 
l\Tkaituuui. Cnmt 

* It is impouible to read £ucb a work as 

vincsd thai tbe story il intended to coneT 
cttUiD crilidimi on the ways of Ibe «U 
and certain luueitiofli for the bMlemn* 
of humanity. , , . If the chief inianlion t( 
the book wai to hold the nmror np to ihao^ 
iMuulce, dishonesty, cmelly, aod neslecl 
oiconscience, noihini but praiie Cuba nTci 
10 that inMnlioii.'-AW«V''«t 
GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 
STORY. imM7~A«i»uC Cn>i»iS». 6>. 



I, Tvmljr-Fi/ill . 

VENDETTA. Twnl^Firil Ediliim. CmuH 

THELMA. Tkirtf^iamd EdiKim. Cream 

ARDATH': the story of A DEAD 

SELl''. FiflianA EJilim. Crnmivc. 61, 

THESOULOFLILITH. TaiifiAEdititn. 

wormwood. FBurlanlkSJilum. Crema 

tHL 61. 

BARABBAS: a DRBAU OF THE 

WORLDS TRAGEDY. F*rti»lh Edt- Orok«r(B.M.X AKOEL. FtmrAE. 

titlti Cmfn Hpa 6a Crpum bft. 6l 



PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Sixt 



THE HAPPY VALLEY. 

Crtntw BlA &l. 
A NINE DAYS' WONDER. CroitKacctt. 
Dawwm (A. J.). DANIEL WHYTE. 

Crtmm 8tu ji. &<. 
DCTle (A. Oonui), AuibDc oT ■ Sherlock 

Holme!,' 'The Whif " 

ROUND TJ— 



) THE RED LAMP. 



£iiilii^ „. 

mmcan (Sun Jeftunstto} iKn. 'R 

Cous). THOSE DELIGHT 
AMERICANS. llliumusd. 
BdiHon. CrmmSct. 61. 
THE POOL IN THE DESERT. ( 

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. ( 



Fi/Uk Bditan. 

NARROW WAV, 

Stitia Editlat. 



rlENCB^ 

fETOF 
Editin. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Sliik 



Ediiicm. „. 

THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cnmttai. 61. 
HobbM (Jotm OUtSt), Antb« of 'Robst 



Orange' THE £ 



RIOUS WOOING. 



nadlatar (lUiy^ A 

ThinlSditiati. Crxm, 
THE ROSE OF JOY. 



ML TtnlkMdltlim. CnwHSfv. it. 

' A ni7 remarkable bookj iatrAi^ tt 
aidol unlyiis impoubte wUbin our Imlt; 
brillinDl, but not Hns&aBl ; mil csuidctcd, 
but Bat eUborateil ; comtmcHd with the 
poverbul sil that coBceali, bat r«t aUowi 
lUelf to be enjoyed by leaden to vbom &■« 
lilertVT method i> ■ hsen ploiuc.'— Tit 

A CHANGE OF AIR, Slxlk Ediliaa. 



PHnkt 

ROW 



Sae alio Shilling Novett. 
-wWOk (k.) THE -, 
IWALLAN. Illuitraud. 



WEANS AT 



Crnm 8z^ 6s. 

... J.X LUCIAN TMt 

DREAMER. Crvrntttrv. 61. 
Fiuer (HTS. Hll^D, Amhoi of' The Stolen 

Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE 
SWORD. Cramiivr. Gi. 
•THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. Cnmnt 



THE CONQUEST OF 



•THE IMPROBABLE IDYLL. . Crown 

s'eeallioSMlHngNovdfc 
Oerul ^HuUt). the HERONS' 

Qil^bUC (Ovone), Aulbor at 'Dnnoi,' 'In 

IheYtai of lufilee ' etc THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Siand Edition. Cnam 

Q\tlg (Qiarlea). HUNTER'S CRUISE. 
Iliuitraied. CnmSve. 31. M 

Horrod (F.) (TrutoM Foma XolMrtMii). 

THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. CroH 



'Of nil Mr. Hope'i booki, "A Man of 
Hark" u the one vhich best compaia with 
"The Fiitooer of Zenda." ' — A^iffwu/ 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TOMIO. SiviilA£ditian. Crtamttv. 61. 
'It ia a perfectly «DCbiutiDg ttcrj of love 
and chivalry, mid pure romance. The 
Connl ii Iba moit cooWant, deiparale, and 
mode&t and tender of loveri, a peerleil 
gentleman, an intrnid fighter, a lailhfnl 
friend, and a magnaninionifoe.'— CiwnAn. 

PHROSO. Illuurated by H. R. Millu. 
SixtkEdlHim, Crmir^ive. fir. 
_ ' ■The tale is thoroughly fteih. qnicit with 



'There 






with I 



[. Sixth EdititH. 

nalysi. 






Hope Tia» di 

subtle ly and delicacy.'— n'lHi. 
THE KING'S MIRROR. Fimrtk EdiliM. 

:, delicai 



with the beM 'o( . 

wide range of iti perlialtnre and 



analnii i 



a in the 

nbtilty 



M 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



QUISANTE. FMtrtA Sditism. Ctvam 8cw. 

*The book U noUblo for a Tery !us^ 
literary quality, and an impress of power and 
mastery on every pase.' — Daily CmronUU^ 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Crvnw Sew. 

6jr. 

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Stccnd 
Edition, Crcwn Sew. 6f . 

Btoe (Orabam), Author of ' A Cardinal and 
hu Conscience/ etc, etc THE LADY 
OF LYTE StcoudEd. Croum^oc fir. 

Houh CBnMnon). the Mississippi 

BUBBLE. Illustrated. Crown Zvo. ts. 

BoBMman tOlemenoey. aglovale de 

GALIS. Crown Zvo, fir. 
Hyne (C. J. OntOllltiB), Author of * Captain 

Kettle.' MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. 

Third Edition, Crown 8vo, fir. 
JaoOlM (W. W.> MANY CARGOES. 

Tkoontx-Snuentk Edition, Crotun Stm>. 

SE^' URCHINS. EUvgnth Edition, Crown 

8tw. xs. 6d, 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. IHustiated. SixtA 
Edition, Crown %oo, y. 6d, 

'Can be unreservedly recommended to' all 
who have not lost their appetite for whole- 
some laughter.' — Spect«Uor, 

'The best humorous book published for 
many a day. '^Black and Whitt, 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. lUustrated. Fourth 
Edition, Crown 8tw. 31. ^d 
^ ' His wit and humour are perfectly irre- 
sistible. Mr. Jacobs writes of skippers, and 
mates, and seamen, and his crew are the 
jolliest lot that ever sailed.' — Daily News, 
* Laughter in every paRc.' — Daily MaiL 

James (Henry), the soft side. Second 

Edition. Crown ivo. fir. 
THE BETTER SORT. Crown Zvo. fir. 
THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition, 

Crown 8rfo. fir. 
THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition. 

Crown 8vo. fir. 

Janson (Oastaf). ABRAHAM'S sacri- 
fice Crown Brfo. fix. 
Keays (H. A. BfitclieU). HE THAT 

EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Crown 
Zvo. fir. 

Laas^brldge (V.) and Bourne (C. 

Harold). THE VALLEY OF IN- 

HERITANCE. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
Lawless (Hon. Emily). See Shilline Novels. 
LaWSOn (Harry). Author of 'When the 

Billy Boils.' CHILDREN OF THE 

BUsH. Crown Zjfo. fir. 
Le Ctaenx (W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER. Third Edition. Crvwn 

Uw, fir. 
THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition. 

Crown Zvo. fir. 
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Illustrated. Third Edition, Crown Zvo. 



BEHIND THE THRONE. Cnrmv 9oo, fie 
Levett-TeatS (8.X ORRAIN. Socond 
Edition, Crown Zvo, fir. 

Unton (E. I^im). THE true history 

OF JOSHUADAVIDSON, Christian and 
Communist. Two^/lh Edition. Medimm 
Zvo, 6d. 

Long (J. LutherX Co- Author of 'The 
Darling of the Gods.' MADAME 
butterfly. CrownSvo. 3S.6d, 

SIXTY JANE Crown Bvo. dr. 

Xorall (BdnaX derrick vaughan, 

NOVELIST. 



rr. Qo. 

['Cartliy 

King.' 

HOUSE. 

fir. 



4»nd Tkouuued, Cr. 8flw. 



(Jnstin H.). Author of * If I were 

THE LADY OF LOYALTY 

Third Editum, Crown 8av. 



CrownZnc 



THE DRYAD. Second Edition, 
Macnang!itan(8.> THE FORTUNE OF 

CHRISTINA MACNAB. Third Edition, 
Crown Zmo. fir. 

Malet (LuoasX COLONEL ENDERSrS 
WIFE. Third Edition. Crown Zioo, fie 

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. Ntm 
Edition, Crown Zvo, fir. 

LITTLE PETER. Second Edition, Crom 
Zmo, 3r. fi</. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Fouritonth Edition, 
Crown Zvo, fir. 

THE CARISSIMA. FouriA Edition, Crom 
Zvo. fir. 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi- 
tion, CroTvn Zvo. fir. 

'In "The Gateless Barrier" it is at once 
evident that, whilst Lucas Malet has pre- 
served her birthright of ori^nality, the 
artistry, the actual writing, is above eveo 
the high level of the books that were bom 
before. — Westminster Gazetto, 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY. Seventh Edition, 

'A picture finely and amply conceived. 
In the strength and insight in which the 
story has been conceived, in Uie wealth of 
fancy and reflection bestowed upon its exe- 
cution, and in the mo^dn^ sincerity of its 
pathos throughout, "Sir Richard CaJmady" 
must rank as the great novel of a great 
writer. ' — Literature, 

' The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet's genius. 
A picture of maternal love by turns tradei 
and terrible.' — Spectator. 

'A remarkably fine book, with a noUe 
motive and a sound conclusion.' — Pilot. 

Hann(Mr8.M. E.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo, fir. 

A LOST ESTATE. A New Edition. 
Crown Zvo. fir. 

THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

THE PARISH NURSE. Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo, fir. 

GRAN'MA'S JANE. CroumZvo, fir. 



Fiction 
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MRS. PETER HOWARD. Crown ^vc, 6s, 
A WINTER'S TALE. A New Edition. 

Crown Zv0» 6s, 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A New 

Edition, Crown Boo, 6s* 
See also Booksfor Boys and Giris. 
Harriott (diaries), Author of *The 

Column.' GENEVRA. Second Edition, 

Cr, Zvo, 6s. 

KarsbaUeliazd). THE Twickenham 

PEERAGE. Second Edition, Crown Svo. 

6s, 
A DUEL. Croztmivo. 6s. 
THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Crown 

Btfo. 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 
MaBOn (A. E. W.X Author of * The Courtshio 

of Morrice Buckler,' 'Miranda of the Bal- 
cony/ etc CLEMENTINA. Illustrated. 

Crown Svo, Second Edition, 6s. 
Mathers (Helen), Author of *Comin' thro' 

the Rye.' HONEY. Fourth Edition. 

Croton Zvo. 6s, 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Crown 

Bvo, 6s. 
THE FERRYMAN. Crottm Bvo. 6s. 
Maxwell (W. B.), Author of *The Ragged 

Messenger.' VIYIEN. Tkird Edition. 

Crown Btfo. 6s. 
Meade (L. T.X DRIFT. Second Edition. 

Crown Bvo. 6s, 
RESURGAM. ^ Crown Bvo. 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Meredith OOlisX HEART OF MY 

HEART. CroTvnBvo. 6s, 
*MiS8 Molbr' (The Author oO. THE 
GREAT RECONCILER. CrovmBoo. 6s. 

Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 

Crovm Bvo, ^s. 6d, 
IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Third Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition. 

Crovm Bvo, 6s. 
Montresor (F. T.\ Author of 'Into the 

Highways and Hedges.' THE ALIEN. 

Third Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

Morrison (ArthnrX TALES OF MEAN 

STREETS. Sixth Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
*A great book. The author's method is 
amazingly effective, and produces a thrilling 
sense of reality. The writer lays upon us a 
master hand. The book is simply appalling 
and irresistible in its interest. It is hummr- 
ous also ; without humour it would not make 
the mark It is certain to make.' — World. 

ACHILDOFTHEJA(K>. FonrUt Edition, 
Crown Bvo, 6s, 

*The book is a voMaXxr^tiot:'' Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition, 
Crown 8evk 6t. 
'This is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison. 

fracious and tender, sympathetic and 
uman.'— Z7a//^ Telegraph. 



CUNNING MURRELL. CrmtmBvo. 6s, 

'Admirable. . . . Delightful humorous 

relief ... a most artistic and satisfactory 

achievement ' — Spectator, 
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Third Edi^ 

tion, CrotunBvo, 6s. ^ 

' A mastenuece of artistic realism. It has 

a finality ot touch that only a master may 

command.' — Daily Chronicle. 
'An absolute masterpiece, which any 

novelist might be proud to claim.'— Grc^hic. 
' "The Hole in the Wall" is a masterly 

piece of work. His <;haracte9:s are drawn 

with amazing skill. Extraordinary power.' 

—Daify Telegraph. 
DIVERS VANITIES. Crown Boo. 6s. 
Nesbit (E.). (Mrs. E. Bland). THE RED 

HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 

Crown Bvo, 6s.^ 
See also Shilling Novels. 
KorriS (W. E.X THE CREDIT OF THE 

COUNTY. Illustrated. Second Edition, 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. Crown 

Bvo. 6s. 
NIGEL'S VOCATION. CrownBvo. 6s. 
BARHAM OF BELTANA. Second Edition, 

Crown Bvo, 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Ollivant (AlfredX OWD BOB, THE 

GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Eighth 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s, 

Opp^oheim (E. PhillipsX master of 

MEN. Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s, 
Oxenham (John), Author of 'Barbe of 

Grand Bayou. ' A WEAVER OF WEBS. 

Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fourth 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Pain (Barry). THREE fantasies. 

Crown Bvo. is. 
LINDLEYKAYS. Third Edition. Crown 
Bvo. 6s, 

Parker (Gilbert), pierre and his 

PEOPLE. Sixth Edition. 
' Stories happily ^ conceived and finely 

executed. There is strength and genius 

in Mr. Parker's style.'— />tf/^ Telegraph. 
MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Crown 

Bvo, 6s, 
'A splendid study of character.' — 

Athen€tum, 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 

trated. Eighth Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s. 
^ 'A rousing and dramatic tale. A book 

like this is a joy inexpressible.' — Daily 

Chronicle. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : 

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fifth 

Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 
'Here we find romanv.e — real, breathing. 

living romance. The character of Valmo^ 

is drawn }mevnxig\y,*— Pall Mall Gasettg. 
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AN ADVENTtTRER OF THE NORTH : 
The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Piene.' 
Third SMHoft, Crown Sew. 6r. 

' Theptesentbookis liill pf fine and moving 
stories of the neat North.' — CArwvw 
HtfxUd, 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus- 
trated. TkMitmtA Bditi9tu Crvum 8v^. 6f . 
'Mr. Parker has produced a really fine 
historical novel.*— /fM/nowiw. 

* A great book.'— ^/ac>t amd WhiU. 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG- a 

Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
/fourth BdiiioH. Crown tvo, 6s. 

* Nothing more vigorous or more human 
has come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than 
this noytV^Literaiure, 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 
Steottd Edition, Crown Zvo> y.6d, 

* Unforced pathos, and a deeper knowledge 
of human nature than be ha$ displayed be- 
fore. •— Ptf// Mall Gazotte. 

F«mb6rtoa (jbudL the FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Crown Boo, 6s, 
I CROWN THEE KING. With lUustra- 
tlons by Frank Dadd and A. Fortestier. 
Crown oVOm 6s, 

PblUpotts CBdea). LYING PROPHETS. 

Cnnun Zvo. 6s, 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. J^/ih Edi- 
tion, Crown Zzfo, 6s, 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontiqiiece. 
Fourth Edition. Crown Sva, 6s, 

'Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what 
school-boys do, and can lay bare their 
inmost thoughts; likewise he shows an all- 
pervading sense of humour.' — Acadenty, 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 
Edition, Crown Zoo, 6s, 

* A book of strange power and fascination.' 
'-^Morning' Post. 

THE RIVER. Third Edition, Cr, Zoo. 6s, 
'"The River" places Mr. Phillpotts in 
the front rank of living novelists.'— /'wmcA. 

'Since "Lorna Doone"^ we have had 
nothing so picturesque as this new romance.' 
— Birmingham Gazette, 
'/Mr. I^illpotts's new book is a master- 
piece which brings him indisputably into the 
front rank of English noycllsts.'— Pall Mail 
Gaoeiie. 

'This great romance of the River Dart. 
The finest book Mr. Eden Phillpotts has 
written.' — Morning Post, 
THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Third 

Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s, 
THE SECRET WOMAN. PouHh Edition, 

Crown 8sv. 6s, 
KNOCK AT A VENTURE. Second 
Edition, Crown Svo, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. .. 

FliOcttiall (Karmadiike). SAfD the 

FISHERMAN. Pi/th Edition. Crown 
Boo, 6s, 



*Qi' Andior 
WHITE WOLF. 



BRENDLE. Crown Boo 6s, 

of 'Dead Man's Rock.* THE 
Seofnd Edition, Crown 
bet, fir. 

Blun (Graoel THE wooiNO op 

SHEILA. Second Edition, CVvsMf ooo. 
6s, 
THE PRINCE OF LISNOVER. Crown 
Boo, 6s, 

BliyB (Oraoe) and Anotber. THB Di- 

^^ERTED VILLAGE. With Hlostiations 

by Dorothy Gwyn Jbfprkys. Crown 

8tfo. 6s, 
Bidge <W. PettX LOST PROPERTY. 

Second Edition. Crown Boo, 6s. 
ERB. Second Edition. Crown Boo. 6s. 
A SON OF THE STATE. Crown 8e». 

3*. 6d, 
A BREAKER OF LAWS. Crown Boo. 

y,6d, 
MRS GALER'S BUSINESS. Secona 

Edition, Crown Boo. 6s. 
SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. Crown 

Boo. %s. 6d. 

BltoUeCMrs. David Q.X THE truth- 

FUL LIAR. Crown Boo, 6s, 

Roberts ca G. D.>. THE heart of 

THE ANCIENT WOOD. Crown Boo. 
3s.6d, 

Ensflell (W. dark), my Danish 

SWEETHEART. Ilhistrated. Psyik 
Edition. CroWn Boo. 6s, 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. nhxstrated. 
Second Edition, Crown tioo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Sergeant (AddUne). anth&A'S way. 

C'rown Boo, 6s. 
THE PROGRESS OF RACHEL.. 

Boo. 6s. 
THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. 

Edition, Crown Boo, 6s, 
MRS. LYGON'S HUSBAND. Cr. Boo. 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Sbannon (W. F.). THE mess deck. 

Crown 8vo, y. 6d, 

See also Shilling Novell 
8011llicb8eiL(AlbertX DEEP sea VAGA- 
BONDS. CroomBvo, 6s. 

ThompBon (VanceX spinners of 

LIFE. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Urqnliart (M.) A TRAGEDY IN COM- 
MONPLACE, Second Ed, Crown Svo. 6s, 

Wainexnan (Fanix BY A Finnish 

'LAKE. Crown Btw. 6s, 
THE SONG OF THE FOREST. Crown 
Bvo, 6s, See also Shilling Novels. 

Watson (H. B. Maniotl)i alarums 

AND EXCURSIONS. CroTon Bvo. 6s. 
CAPTAIN FORTUNE. Second Eaition. 

Crown Boo, 6s, 
TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 lUus. 

trations by Frank Ckaig. Second Edition. 

CroomBoo. 6r. SeeatoSbilling Novds. 
Weilfl (S. G.) THE SEA LADY. C 

Biw, 6s, 



x^fvwn 
Second 



6s. 



R TUB RED ROBE. 

. WA lUaMnliou bv B. ^ WKiinni,u. 
KinttaHlh EdUiim. Crmifan. fit. 

iniu«(swwanE). AiifliMof'-n«Bi>Md 

TWl.' COMJOTOR-S HOUSE. A 
RsoueaofUiafnaTnil- Sm- ^ ^i Ht lim. 

THE SVSTEU- Ttini 



• (Fmn. THE 
itita. Crown Ht. 



J, Authnr of "The 

■ THE AiSVKNTURE OF 

PRINCESS SYLVIA. Cr ' 



THE 3BA eOVLI^TBLU 



> Shilling Novek. 

n(0. K. aafijL.WL). THE 

[ING CONDUCTOR: SoDgdw 
numiDm cf ■ Irfacop Cu. lUlHdMad. 
Twtlpk BJili^i. CmwiSm, tt. 
HE PRINCKSS PASSES. UlMtnHd. 



■V^iiknte IDOin, Author of 'Una 
Hitlilc' THE FORSRUNKERS. C 



3Cet!mQii'8 Strand Library 
Crpwn ivo. Clatk, 



EhcodKagbd l^ >)m S'™' ^ iteadyula of IhEii SiipenDT Noysts,^U«B«. Ht^wnlkm 
«11 bound " ' 



dcKtniocd to iMif 



loffictian ■Ealowpiiccundet thE tilht of 'Mkthuih's EtiiiU(D 

men ooou an well printed and well bound [n cUtk, and the excalkuce of their 

■rb* Eai«ed firom IhE names of thoK authors irbo contribute Ihe earlr mlnnuii of 

L Mcthaeri vonld point out that the booki ate ai food and u lone aa a iix Bhinidi; 
It the^BTEbouiidlnclDthandiHilin papei, and that ibeit price is One Shilling tat. 



novel, that the; are bnuiHJ tn clotb and not in papei, and that then 
They feel lutt that the public witlappreciate tncn good and cheap 111 
be Ken at all good bookiellen. 



B^UOnr Undmr). VENGEANCE IS 
UINE 

BullW:OlKllda,). MRS. CORGENVEN 

OFl;tJRGENVEN, 
DCMITIA. 

BmIow (jKLe>j Author of 'Iriafa Idrlli. 

FROM THE EAST UNTO THEWEST 
A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. 
THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. 
BUT(E0b«rt). THE VICTORS, 
Bartnuu (George). THIRTEEN EVEN. 

INEiS. 
BanMn (E. "SX Anilior of Bodo.' THE 

CAP5INA. 

Bnuat («r T«lt«r). A riVE-YSARS' 

TR¥ST\ 
BOWlM((I.Bt0W«tl. A STRETCH OFF 

THE LAND. 
■rMkO (SnillU). THE POETS CHILD, 

.Bolleak (UiurF.X the barrvs. 

THE CHARMER. 

TBE SQUIREEN. 

THE RED LEAGUERS. 

Barton (J. BLonndeUe). ACROSS THE 

SALTSEAS. 
THE CLASH OF ARMS. 
DENOUNCED, 
ObMUW tWMtlMrbyl. THE BAPTIST 

RINCE 
E BRAMIMD PRINCB. 

__B fouRmrjid «aujom. 

\QS& TOPP. 



JO^ ' 



S8 



Messrs. Mbthuen's Catalogub 




I Obi. Barton). A PRINCESS- 

OF THBHILLS. lUnstxiUed. 

.). THE SINGER OF MARLY. 

THE MISSISSIPPI 

BUBBLE. 

'low (Hn. CuttflO. ANNE MAULE. 
VERER. 

Hilar ^lomM FlBfih). with hoops 

OF STEEL. 

LftwlMf (Hon. BmSly). maelcho. 

UadflBUCmtorAWOMAN OF SENT!. 

ment! 
LnfiiMr (Nonnm). josiAirs wife. 

Loill (OhailM K.). THE AUTOCRATS. 

Kaedoimril (A.), the story of 

TERESA. 

Kaqnmth (Harold), the puppet 

CROWN. 

llaoklaCPaiillne Bradford), the VOICE 

IN the desert. 
!rQaotnOra7(B.) MY stewardship. 
Banh (Blcbard). THE SEEN AND 

THE UNSEEN. 
GARNERED. 

A metamorphosis. 

MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. 
BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. 

Kayall (J. W.). THE cynic and the 

SYREN. 

Meade (L. T.). OUT OF the fashion. 
Monklioiiie (Allan). LOVE in a life. 

MOOM (Artlrar). THE KNIGHT PUNC- 
TILIOUS. 

HeaUt Qln. Bland), the literary 

senseT 
Horrl8(W.B.). AN octave. 

01ipliant(Mrs.X THE PRODIGALS. 
the LADY'S WALK. 
sir ROBERT'S FORTUNE. 
THE TWO MARYS. 



FOBBTCKni' F. A.). A If IXKD MAXXl- 

Fldllpotto (Bden). THE STRIKING 

HOURS. 
FANCY FREE. 

BandaKJ.). aunt BETHIA'S BUTTON. 
BavmondCWaltor). FORTUNES DAK. 

LING. 

BliTB (Oraee). the diverted vill- 
age. 

BlolMrtCBdlth). OUT OF THE CYPRESS 

SWAMP. 
Boberton(K. H.). A GALLANT QUAKES. 

Bannden (KardhaU). ROSE A CHAS. 

LITTE* 

Senreaat (Adtflne). ACCUSED AND 

ACCUSER. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. 
THE ENTHUSIAST. 
A GREAT LADY. 
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 
THE MASTER OF BEBCHWOOIX 
UNDER SUSPICION. 
THE YELLOW DIAM OND. 

Sliannon(W. P.). JIM TWELVES. 

8train(B.H.), ELMSLIB'S DRAG NET. 
Btrinffer(ArUiiir). THE SILVER POPPY. 

8tlSt(B8m2rCHRISTALLA. 

Bntherland (DnolieBa of). ONE houk 

AND THE NEXT. 

Swan (Annie), love grown cold. 
Bwin(^nJamSn). sordon. 
Tanauenur (MTi. B. M.), THE royal 

QUAKER. 

TtafRird-Taimton (Ura. B. W.). SILENT 

DOMINION. 

Waineman(PanD. A heroine from 

FINLAND. 

Watson (H. B. Harriott-). THE SKIRTS 
OF HAPPY CHANCE. 



Books for Boys and Oirls 

Crown $vo, 3^. 6d. 



The Gbtting Well op Dorothy. By Mr«. 

W. K. Clifford. Illustrated by Ciordon- 

Browne. Second Edition, 
The Icelander's Sword. By S. Baring- 

Goald. 
Only a Guard-Room Dog. By Edith E. 

Cuthell. 
The Doctor of the Juliet. By Harry 

Collingwood. 
Little Peter. By Lucas Malet. Second 

Edition. 
Master Rockapellar's Voyage. By W. 

Clark RusselL . 



The Secret op Madame db Monluc 67 

the Author of " Mdlle. MorL" 
SvD Bblton : Or, the Boy who would not go 

to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn. 
The Red Grange. By Mrs. Molesworth. 
A Girl op the People. By L. T. Meade. 
Hepsy Gipsy. By L. T. Meade. «. 6tL 
The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Moule- 
There was once a Princb. By Mrs. M. £• 

Mann. 
When Arnold combs Home. By Mrs. M. E. 

Mann. 



The Novels of Alexandre DnrnaB 

Pric€ 6d. DonbU Volumes^ ix. 



The Three Musketeers. With a long 
Introduction hy Andrew Lang. Double 
Toluzne. 
Tub Prince op Thieves. Second EditUn, 
Robin Hood. A Sequel to the above. 



The Corsican Brothers. 

Gborgss. 

Crof-Earbd Jacqvot; Jamb: Etc. 

Twenty Years Aptbr. Double vohnne. 

Amaury. 



Fiction 



39 



TrB CAffTLB OF EpPSTBIN. 

Th< Snowball, and Sultanktta. 
Cbcilb ; OR, Thb Wbddino Govrar. 

ACT^ 

Thb Black Toup. 

Thb Vicomtb db Bragblonnb. 

Part L Louis de la Valli^rc Double 

Volume. 
Part IL The Man in the Iron Mask. 
Double Volume. 
Tbb Convict's Son. 
Thb Wolf'Lbadbr. 
Nanon; or, Thb Women' War. Double 

volume. 
Pauunb; Murat; and Pascal Bruno. 
Thb Adventures op Captain Pamphilb. 
Fbrnandb. 
Gabriel Lambert. 
Catherine Blum. 
Thb Chevalier D'Harmbntal. Double 

volume. 
Svlvandirb. 
Thb Fencing Master. 
Thb Reminiscences of Antony. 

CONSaENCE. 

*Thb Regent's Daughter. A Sequel to 
Chevalio: d'HarmentaL 

mostrated Editloa. 

The Three Musketeers. Illustrated in 
Colour by Frank Adams, aei. 6</. 

The Prince op Thieves. Illustrated in 
Colour by Frank Adams, at. 



Robin Hood the Outlaw. Illustrated in 

Colour by Frank Adams, as. 
The Corskan Brothbrsu Illustrated in 

Colour by A. M. M'Lellan. z«. 6d, 
The Wolp-Leader. Illustrated in Colour 

by Frank Adams, xx. 6d, 
Georges. Illustrated in Colour by Munro Osr. 

Twenty Years Apter. Illustrated in Colour 

by Frank Adams, v. 
Amaury. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon 

Browne, as. 
The Snowball, and Sultanetta. Illiis- 

trated in Colour by Frsmk Adams, ax. 
Thb Vicomtb de Bragelonnb. Illustrated 

in Colour by Frank Adams. 3X. 6d, 
*Crop-£ared Jacquot ; Tane ; Etc Illus- 
trated in Colour by Gordon Browne, ix. 6d. 
The Castle op £ppstein. Illustrated in 

Colour by Stewart Orr. zx. 6d. 
Act6. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon 

Browne, ix. 6^. 
*Cecile ; OR, The Wedding Gown. Illus- 
trated in Colour by D. Murray Smith. 

zx. 6d, 
*Thb Adventures op Captain Pamphilb. 

Illustrated in Colour by Frank Adams. 

zx. 6d. 
*Fbrnandb. Illustrated in Colour by Munro 

Orr. as. 
*The Black Tulip. Illustrated in Colour by 

A. Orr. zx. 6ii. 



Methuen's Sizpeimy Books 



Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PRE- 
JUDICE. 
Baden-Powell (HaJor-Oeneral R. B. B.). 

THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH. 

Bagot (Bidiard). A ROMAN Mystery. 
BaSrour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 

SWORD. 
Barlng-Gonld (8.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. 
KITTY ALONE. 
URITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
NOEML 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustrated. 
LITTLE TUPENNY. 
THE FROBISHERS. 
♦WINEFRED. 
Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 

JOURNALIST. 
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS, 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. 

Benson (E. F.). DODO. 
BloundeUe-Burton (J.). ACROSS THE 
SALT SEAS. 

Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. 

Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. 



Cal&n (Mrs.), 'Iota.' anne maule- 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 

SUMMER. 
MRS. KEITH'S CRIME, 

Connell (F. Norreys). THE nigger 

KNIGHTS. 
*C00per (E. H.). A FOOL'S YEAR. 
Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN 

GREAT WATERS. 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.). PEGGY OF THE 

BARTONS. 
A STATE SECRET. 
ANGEL. JOHANNA. 

Dante (Alighieri). THE VISION OF 

danteTcary). 
Doyle (A. Conan). ROUND the red 

LAMP. 

Duncan (Sarali JeannotteX A VOYAGE 

OF CONSOLATION. 
THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS. 

Eliot (George), the mill on the 

FLOSS. 

Findlater (Jane HO. the green 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. 
Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY. 

Qaskoll (Mrs.), cranford. 

MARY BARTON. 
NORTH AND SOUTH. 



Messrs. MvphvbiHs Catalogue 



ASKUAMMA. 1 



WiUDrd(lln.L.B.) MR. SMITH. 
ToUacsdleiiarftlLav). BEN-hxtr. 

THE FAIR GOD. 

Watowi^ra. R Harriot), the adveS- 

'^HE'STOLENBACILLlJi 
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